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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
This is my Biffno story from 2013! Nm hoping to get it edited and posted at the rate of one chapter a day or 


so.. :) 


Special Agent Neil Peart straightened the items on his desk for the tenth time that morning, then sighed and 
rubbed his eyes. He opened the folder in front of him. Mail order fraud -- some joker out of Encino was selling 
‘weight loss pills" that turned out to be mostly baking soda and low-grade speed and bilking fat housewives 
from Boise to Baton Rouge out of their grocery money. 


This wasn't what he'd had in mind when he'd left Canada and come to America to attend college and, eventually, 
to join the Academy. All that hard work, all the studying, the loneliness of his tiny Virginia apartment. The 
years of higher education, the rigorous physical training, the long hours slogging through law school, all of this 
leading up to busting some speed freak in a California trailer park. It hardly seemed worth it. 


He cleared his throat and geared himself up to read over the boring details of the case for the umpteenth 
time when he heard the sweetest sound he'd ever heard: His deputy director calling him from his office. 


"Pert!" (Neil ignored his boss’ mispronunciation, just like he always did. Deputy Director Parks was generally 
fair, but hated to be told he was wrong.) "Pert! Give that case file to Mitchell a-sap and get in my office! 


You're being reassigned." 


Neil fairly danced out of his seat. He didn't know what the new case might be, but it had to be better than the 
toothless skinhead in the rusted airstream and his fan club of jittering jigglers. And Deputy Director Parks had 


remembered his name! Sure, he'd mispronounced it, but he had remembered it, and that was what counted. 


Neil dashed over to Mitchell's desk and deposited the file with his downtrodden coworker, straightened his tie 
and his jacket, and briskly (but not too eagerly, he hoped) strode into his Deputy Director's office. 


Already assembled there were three more senior agents, seated around Parks’ desk in various macho postures. 
The more-virile-than-thou attitude of his fellow agents was the worst part of the job. Well, that and the 
penny-ante cases he seemed to be stuck with. He hoped that his luck was about to change. 


"Pert, go ahead and have a seat. Smoke?" 


"Thanks, Deputy Director Parks." He grabbed an unfiltered Camel out of the proffered pack and lit it, trying to 
ignore the mocking whisper of "Thank you, Deputy Director Parks" that drifted from one of the assembled 
douchebags. 


Parks cleared his throat. "Good afternoon, Gentlemen. I've called you in here because l'm reassigning you all to 
a team that may be able to bring down a sizable segment of the Southern California organized crime 
networks." Neil couldn't suppress a gasp, blushing as he brought his hand to his mouth. He took some 
consolation in the expressions of his fellow agents, who, while trying to look nonchalant, betrayed their 


enthusiasm with glittering eyes and a rising flush. 


Parks walked over to the slide projector and switched it on. "Fitzpatrick, get the screen" A tall, dark-haired 
agent nearest the wall stood and pulled down the movie screen attached to the ceiling, then sat back down. As 


he did, a picture resolved out of the blurry, indistinct shapes projected on the wall 


The image was a black and white surveillance photograph of a lanky man about Neil's age, with long, straight 
blond hair and a wide smile. "This is Aleksandar Živojinović, aka. Ally Z, aka. Polack Al. He's a rising enforcer for 


the Manzani fami ly." 


He clicked the slide carousel forward, and the young man now appeared walking alongside some rather larger 
men, straining the seams of their shiny suits. Živojinović doesn't look lke much of a threat next to the other 
apes, Neil thought. As if reading his mind, Parks said "He may not look like much, but we have good evidence 
that he's a very dangerous man. Do not underestimate him." 


He clicked the carousel again, and another picture of Živojinović appeared, this time a few years younger, 


barely more than a teen "Zivgjinovie's a Serb, but he started making a name for himself in the Italian mob in 


Toronto roughly five years ago. Since then, he's had a meteoric rise, and the Manzanis have shipped him out 
here to handle the strong-arm for their dope ring here in LA." 


He clicked the carousel forward again, and a large, flashy house appeared on the screen "For now, they have 
him set up in Spiro "the Greek" Spiropulous' old place in Beverly Hills. As you know, our old friend Mr. 
Spiropulous made a quick exit from the scene about six months ago, and is believed to be forming part of the 


base layer of Dominic Manzani's wine cellar in Napa" A chuckle rumbled up from the agents at the joke. 


Click. This time, an image of a thin, pale young man with thick, wavy hair down to the middle of his back 
appeared. The man had a beaklike nose and a pair of oversized glasses, and was wearing a white suit with 
matching white gloves. "This," Parks took a deep breath, "is one Geddy, born Gary, Weinrib, Mr. Zivojinovié's 


‘companion." 


A silence fell over the room. The agent next to him, who Neil thought might be named Anderson, shifted 


uncomfortably in his seat and spoke up. “Companion, Sir?" 


"Yes, Andrews. His companion. His homosexual companion.” This time, Neil heard a snigger come from Fitzpatrick, 


who followed up, jeeringly: "What? Its not like the Manzanis to hang out with a coupla queers.’ 


Parks shot Fitzpatrick an angry look that wiped the smirk off his face. "And that, Agent Fitzpatrick, is a 
testament both to Zivojinovie's value to the organization and to how dangerous of a man he is. Rumor has it 
that he's taken violent offense on more than one occasion to derisive remarks about his relationship with 


Weinrib, and yet he hasn't been taken out." 


He clicked the carousel again. A mug shot of a scared-looking teenaged Weinrib. "Živojinović, amazingly, doesn't 
have a record. Weinrib got picked up a few times earlier this decade, low-level solicitation charges, always 


bailed out, never served any real time." 


Parks walked over and switched off the slide projector. He walked over to his desk and sat down and opened a 
slim dossier. "Why am | telling you all this? Because we believe Živojinović to be a weak link in the organization 
He's not born Mafia, and he seems to want to get out of the life. We want to get what use we can out of him 
before the Manzanis rub him out for defecting. I've hand-selected you gentlemen as the team that will take 
him in" He flipped through some of the papers. "We've determined that Weinrib is the best way to approach 
him. He won't make a move without him, and Weinrib's much more accessible. He's a bit of a ‘social butterfly.” 
This prompted another snicker from one of the agents, cut off from a glare by Parks. "He's known to hit 
several discotheques and watering holes almost every night of the week, sans Živojinović. We're hoping to make 
contact with him tomorrow night, make him an offer. Fitzpatrick, Baker, you'll be on surveillance. Andrews, 


you'll be backup in the club, in case anything goes pear-shaped. Pert, you'll be making the approach." 


Baker spoke up. "Sir? With all due respect, if this is such an important case, why send the rookie in to make 
the sale?" 


First of all, Pert won't be ‘making the sale, as you put it. He'll be making initial contact, then more senior 


agents will be put in charge of debriefing Živojinović. We don't want this botched, no offense, Pert. But, we're 
sending him in to make contact with Weinrib because he has something in common with Živojinović and Weinrib 


that we believe will encourage Weinrib to trust him." 
"Oh, he's a faggot," sneered Fitzpatrick. 


"One more outburst from you, Francis, and you're off this case," snapped Parks. Fitzpatrick leaned back in his 
chair and blushed crimson to the roots of his brush-cut. "No, Agent Pert has been chosen to initiate contact 
because he, like Živojinović and Weinrib, is Canadian by birth." 


"Just as bad," piped in Baker, and it was Neil's turn to blush as Deputy Director Parks chuckled. 


"Well, that may be, but we feel that Agent Pert will be able to use that as a conversational gambit to get 
Weinrib talking” He stood and passed a dossier to each of the four agents. "Gentlemen, take today to familiarize 
yourself with the particulars in this case. Tomorrow night, we hit the town Thank you, and not a word about 


this to anyone. We can't take the chance of having the investigation compromised." 


Taking that as their signal to get out, the assembled men rose and shuffled out of the office, closing the door 
behind them. Neil turned to walk back to his desk when he was stopped by a brawny hand on his shoulder. He 
turned to see Fitzpatrick there, glaring at him. 


"Yes?" 


"Listen here, Canuck. You don't deserve this assignment. You know it, and | know it. So get it right, or I'll be 
there to laugh in your face when you screw it up." He gave Neil's shoulder a little shove, then stalked off to 


his desk in another part of the office. 


Confused, Neil stood there rubbing his shoulder. Baker patted his back sympathetically. "Don't let him rattle 


you, Pert. He's an asshole." 
“Thanks. It's Peart, though." 


"Huh? Oh, yeah, okay. Anyway, like | say, don’t let him rattle you. It # huge, though, so try not to fuck it up." 
He patted a few more times, then went off to his desk. 


That left only Andrews, who merely shook his head before leaving. Great. What a show of confidence on my 
first big case. He stopped for a moment, then a huge grin crossed his face. My first big case. It was all he could 
do to stop himself from doing a victory jig all the way over to his desk 


Chapter Two 


Neil spent the rest of the afternoon poring over the file, but it didn't give him a lot more information than 
he'd gotten in Parks’ briefing. The two men were from the Toronto area, a town named Willowdale that seemed 
to be a middle-class suburb. Both sets of parents were immigrants, and neither family was terribly willing to 
discuss them further. As a matter of fact, both seemed to have been pretty much disowned. Neil couldn't 


blame the families. Homosexual criminals? Not anyone's dream for their children. 


Neither man had anything too exceptional in his childhood. Both were average students, according to the 
transcripts, and neither one seemed to get into any more trouble than the average kid going through school. 
No major disciplinary issues, it would seem. There was a clipping from the Willowdale paper identifying 
Živojinović as having completed the naval ROTC program in grade nine, and name change papers for Weinrib. 


What the hell's a Geddy? 


Then, suddenly, in 1969, the records for both changed. Weinrib's transcript just stopped. He'd probably dropped 
out of high school. Živojinović's transcripts changed from the AY. Jackson secondary school to some sort of a 
religious school in British Columbia. He was guessing from the family finances that it was something closer to a 
reform school than a cushy prep academy. What happened in [169?, he wondered. Must have been something 
heavy. 


The next record in the file contained the same mug shot of Weinrib that had appeared in the slide show, along 
with a few others and a short rap sheet. It seems that he'd been arrested three times in Toronto for 


solicitation, each time being bailed out by one Louis Lefarge. 


The first mug shot was the one from the slide show. Weinrib looked like any other kid from the suburbs in 
this one, fresh faced and wide-eyed, clearly scared shitless. If Neil hadn't had the charges in front of him, he 
would have thought that the kid had been picked up for underage drinking at a kegger, or maybe brought in 


for trying to buy a nickel bag of weed from an undercover cop. 


The other two mug shots told a familiar story. In each, Weinrib's eyes got a little deader, dull parchment skin 
stretched tighter over increasingly-jutting cheekbones. Even with his short experience, Neil understood the 


story loud and clear: junk. Given the circumstances, it was a little surprising that the rap sheet wasn't longer. 


Turning the page, a piece of that particular puzzle fell into place. It was a police report on the murder of one 
Louis LeFarge aka. French Louie, aka Louie Fingers. These people and their stupid nicknames. Okay, so his pimp 
got himself killed, thought Neil. Was Zivojinovic responsible, or was LeFarge just collateral damage? 


The next page was a surveillance photograph of Živojinović, Weinrib, and some tough-looking hoods with labels 
next to their heads identifying them as gentlemen with names like "Benny ‘The Fish' Randazzo" and "Arthur 
‘Little Artie Kopeshi." Živojinović and Weinrib weren't touching, but they were standing next to each other, and 
Živojinović eyed Weinrib protectively. 


Neil flipped impatiently past the photographs of Živojinović from the slideshow. Old news, he thought. Nice to 
know what the guy looks Ike, but they don't really tell me foo much Next there was a synopsis of what he 
already knew from the briefing along with the photo of the tacky mansion the two were apparently holed up in 
here in the states. / live in a shitty 4-room apartment, and these two dirtbags get a 25-room wedding cake with 


a in-ground pool to blow each other in There's no justice. 


The last page of the dossier was the plan of action for the operation. As Neil read it over, he felt himself 
deflate a little. Yes, he was scheduled to make the initial contact with Weinrib at some sort of club called "La 
Playa Copacabana," but that was about it. He was to get him alone, approach him, and deliver him into the 
hands of his fellow agents, after which he was to quickly and discreetly get out of the way to let the big boys 
handle the brain work. / suppose I have to start somewhere, he thought, but it was disappointing to know that 
he'd been chosen more for his accent than his skill 


With increasing frustration, he flipped through the file two more times. The words and the pictures gave him 
only tantalizing glimpses of the whole story. Two normal kids from the suburbs, then bang! something happens 
and a few years later, they're running with the Mafia and living like rock stars in LA. And he'd never get to 
find out what happened. The big case was going to be taken out of his hands before he even had a chance to 
do more than run his fingers along the surface. After that, everything would be need-to-know, and something 
told him he wouldn't need to know. More likely than not, when all was said and done and the time for 


commendations rolled around, his name would be completely forgotten. 


You know, it wouldnt hurt to check out the scene before tomorrow, he thought. /ts just good sense to not go in 
there blind Its not lke ve had much of a social life since | came out here. | dont even know what ‘La Playa 
Copacabana" looks like. | wont do anything, just hang out and see the place, have a drink. If Weinnbs there, | won't 
approach him, Hil just play it cool. IH be less suspicious if he's seen me around there, anyway. 


Deep down, he knew it was a stupid and a dangerous move, but he talked himself into it nonetheless. 


Chapter Three 


Neil felt his legs slowly turn from flesh into water as he drove his ancient Buick toward La Playa Copacabana. 
He didn't know what he was walking into, but he did know he was out of his element. His mind spun as he went 
through all the options. 


What if its a gay bar? Or god help me, a sex club? A gay sex club? What if | go in there and its just a bunch of 
guys in black leather jock straps and baby oil? No, no, Peart, hold it together. You are a federal officer, and you 
can handle anything 


The building was low-slung and covered in white stucco, with the name of the club displayed in garish pink neon 
on the side. Neil could see flashing lights inside, and as he slammed shut his car door, loud bass tones 
assaulted his hearing. Disco, he thought with a grimace. 


He'd worn his hippest clothing -- a pair of striped "mod" trousers, a paisley button-down shirt, a vest, and 
some love beads from his days as a drummer in a semi-successful high school band some years before. He 
couldn't do much about his department-issue, close-cropped hairstyle or his conservative mustache, but he 


hoped he could blend in at least a little bit. He didn't want to stand out too much and blow his cover. 


His heart sank into his shoes when he saw the line of people waiting to get into the club. It stretched out the 
door, and around the building, nearly wrapping around again to the back. At this rate, it would be hours before 
he got inside. He took his place at the rear and settled in for a long wait. 


Just ahead of him in line was a man in a pair of tight jeans, a polyester shirt with wide collars exposing an 

impressive amount of pectoral fur and a zodiac medallion, and narrow-toed, high heeled cowboy boots with a 
[0-gallon hat to match. He was accompanied by a woman in sky-high platform sandals, tiny hot pants, and a 
halter top that ended just beneath her sizable breasts. The woman's nipples were clearly visible through the 
top, and she was wearing sunglasses, even though the sun had set hours ago. Well, I guess it's not a gay club, 
Neil thought, trying to force himself not to stare at her cleavage. It had been a while since he'd had a date. 


He sighed, wishing he understood how things worked out here. It was a long way away from St. Catharines. 
Absentmindedly, he pulled his smokes out of his pocket and lit one up. The woman squealed and jumped, and for 
a moment Neil thought he'd burned her with the cherry of his cigarette. 


‘Oh! Oh, I'm sorry ma'am, | wasn't --" 


"You better be sorry, asshole! Who just lights up a cigarette like that? Don't you know those things cause 


cancer?" 
"l uh, didn't mean--" 


"My body is a temple, asshole, and | don't allow anyone to pollute it! | just finished a juice fast!" 


‘I'm sorry, ma'am, | didn't mean any harm. See? I'm putting it out." 
"Ohmigod, now I'm totally bummed out. Tony? Tony!" 

The polyester cowboy looked around, dazed. "Huh? Wha?" 

"Did you see this asshole trying to kill us with his cancer sticks?" 
"Huh? S'alright, baby, s'alright" 


"Hmmph." She stabbed a crimson talon at Neil, who flinched back to avoid having his eye taken out. "You're just 
lucky that my boyfriend's too stoned to kick your ass." She folded her arms and pouted for a moment. "Oh, 


just give me the fucking blow, Tony. This whole scene is bringing me down" 


The cowboy dug around in the pocket of his jeans for a moment and produced a small packet of white powder. 
The woman spread a line on her fist and demurely turned her back on them, and Neil heard a snorting sound. 
Great, Im surrounded by maniacs and dopers, Neil thought. Maybe I should just go home. All the way home, to 


Ontario. 


Tony looked around as if he'd just woken up. Whatever he was on, it sure wasn't coke. He turned his iguana 


gaze on Neil. 

"Whoa, man, funky getup. You're a cinch to get in" 

"Get in?" 

"Yeah, man, sure! There's a bouncer up there, and if you don't look right, you don't get in" 


Oh, shit, thought Neil. Maybe / should just go back to the apartment. He stood there waffling, while Tony and his 
girlfriend made out against the stucco wall and the line inched imperceptibly forward. He was so caught up in 
his thoughts that before he knew what was going on, he found himself almost at the front of the line, 
excepting the amorous couple who had still somehow managed to move forward despite both being 


stratospherically high and wrapped around each other like strings of rope licorice. 
The bouncer was a big, bald slab of meat of a man wrapped in a skintight black t-shirt. Like Tony's inamorata, 
he wore nearly-black sunglasses. How can he even fell! who looks right and who doesnt? He must go by sense of 


smell Neil began to think his chances might be better than he'd feared. 


The bouncer gave the couple the once-over, chewing on a toothpick he had wedged between large, square 


teeth, one of which was gold. He seemed to come to a conclusion, then snorted. "Hey, cowboy, hit the bricks." 


"Nah, nah, man, we're on the list!" 


"Aint no list. Climb on your horse and go back to the ranch. The chick can come in" 
“Hmmph. Me an’ Tanya, we're a unit. She don't go in without me!" 
"Okay, then, both of you get the fuck outta here!" 


Tony turned to leave and walked a few paces, then realized the pneumatic Tanya was not at his arm. He turned 
to look, puzzled. Tanya shrugged and shot him a "Whaddaya gonna do?" look, then waved and slipped into the 
club. Tony stood there, staring for a moment, then slouched dejectedly toward the parking lot. 


Oh, shit, | don't have a chance, thought Neil, chastising himself for his naiveté. Preparing himself to be insulted, 
he took a deep breath, then stepped up to the bouncer. 


The bouncer gave him a long look, then chuckled. "Hey, Sonny, where's Cher?" The crowd behind him in line 
snickered, as Neil stared at his shoes and wracked his brain for a witty comeback. He'd settled on "So's your 


grandma," when the bouncer spoke again, this time without the sarcastic tone. 
"Clear the way, people, VIP comin’ through. Good evening, Mr. Weinrib." 


Startled, Neil looked up from the toes of his shiny loafers and in front of him appeared his whole reason for 


enduring this humiliating ordeal in the first place, with a group of five scantily-dressed women. 


Weinrib looked much the same as he had in some of the more recent photos from the dossier. He was shorter 
than Neil expected, and still junkie-thin, but without the dull, lifeless skin. Maybe he'd cleaned up or something. 
His nose was just as prominent and sharp as it had appeared. He was wearing a pair of tight jeans and what 
appeared to be a silken kimono-type robe, belt tied loosely around his waist. Again, he wore leather gloves, this 
time black ones to match the kimono. (Neil fairly groaned at the affectation) He was wearing his large glasses, 


so it probably wasn't his eyesight that was failing him as he squinted at the bouncer. 


‘Oh, hi, uh, Jerry, is it?" Weinrib's voice was different than Neil was expecting, too, quiet and whispery with a 


familiar Toronto accent and just the hint of an Eastern-European inflection. 


Neil realized he was staring right around the time that he realized that the bouncer (and half of the crowd) 
was totally distracted with the "VIPs." ("Who is that?" whispered a woman behind him. "I don't know, | think | 


saw him on teevee or somethin," replied her friend) It was his chance! 


Making himself as inconspicuous as possible in his ridiculous clothes, Neil held his breath as he slipped behind 
the bouncer and under the velvet rope, only exhaling once he got inside. Well, if anyone had noticed him, no one 


considered him important enough to say anything. Guess /m not a VP, Neil thought drolly. 


Realizing that Weinrib and his bevy of bimbos was probably following closely behind him, Neil moved hastily 


into the club proper. It was dark, loud and filled with smoke inside. Surveillance was not going to be easy. He felt 


a momentary surge of pride at his smart idea to check out the scene before the next day's operation. Now fo 


somehow find a good vantage point. 


Neil moved up to the bar and peered toward the doorway. Sure enough, Weinrib and the women appeared 
almost instantly. They seemed to know exactly where they were going, striding over to a large booth in the 
corner with a sign on the table marked "reserved." A waitress appeared as if by magic to take their drink 


orders. 


Neil stood and watched the waitress go back and forth from the table three times before the bartender asked 
him if he wanted anything. He ordered a glass of tonic water, ignoring the eye roll it earned him. He tried to 
subtly turn his attention back to the corner booth when the bartender slammed a clinking glass onto the bar. 


"That'll be $3.00." 

"For a tonic water?" 

"Listen, buddy, we're not running a charity here. You can pay up or get out." 

"Okay, okay." Neil fished into his pocket and extracted a fiver, which was exactly half the money he'd brought 
with him, and handed it to the her, who eyed it like it might have the clap, put it in the cash register, 
removed two bills which she then pocketed, and moved down the bar to wait on someone else. 

"Hey, what about my change?" 

"Ever heard of a tip?" 

"Uh, oh, uh, yes.. Yes, keep the change!" 

The bartender flashed him a tight smile. "Thanks, Mod Squad" 

Neil turned back to the dance floor, and saw that the booth was empty. He scanned the dance floor. He could 
see the women out there, sashaying to the monotonous beat, but Weinrib was nowhere to be seen. Shit I lost 
him. 

Neil felt his stomach lurch, but then recovered. It really didn't matter, did it? This had been just a 
reconnaissance mission, after all. So what if Weinrib left? As relief flooded him, so did the sense that his 
bladder was full, and probably had been for some time. He'd gotten so caught up in his little surveillance 


mission that he hadn't even realized he had to pee. 


He looked around, and thought he saw the men's room through the haze. He excused himself and shuffled 
around the milling crowd, and entered a mahogany door down a short hallway. 


His heart stopped as he strode through the door and saw his quarry, bent over the countertop. It was too 


late to turn back as Weinrib stood, sniffling, and held out a mirror covered in a few lines of white powder to 


Neil. 

“Bump?” 

"Oh, ah, no-- no thanks.” 

Eyes bright, Weinrib grinned devilishly, cocking one hip. "Oh, hey, it's you! You've been staring at me all night!" 
"No, uh, you must be mistaken, |..” 

"No, no, you have, I'd recognize that outfit anywhere." He arched one groomed eyebrow. "So, what's your 
problem? Did you come in here to try to fuck me? You're cute and all, but that would be bad for your life 


expectancy." He was speaking quickly, and despite his apparent good cheer, tension radiated off of his wir 
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frame. 
Neil felt himself blush. "Oh, god, no, I'd never!" 


"Oh, now, don't hurt my feelings.. Well, if you don't want any blow and you don't want to fuck me, what are 


you doing in here staring at me like l'm a zoo animal?" 

"l. Ugh." I+ was all over. The ruse was up, and in a flash, Neil realized he had one of two choices. Leave, slink 
back to the office, and be thrown off the case forever, or.. He reached into his vest pocket and pulled out his 
wallet, flipping it open, and hearing his voice crack like a middle-schooler. 


"Agent Neil Peart, FBI.” 


A look of shock briefly passed over Weinrib's face, and then, surprisingly, he broke out in peals of silver 
laughter. "Oh, ho ho, G-Man! Where have you been all this time? We've been waiting for you guys for months!" 


Chapter Four 


Neil blinked slowly, then realized his jaw was hanging open, so he shut it quickly and stuffed the wallet into the 
back pocket of his trousers. 


"Gary Weinrib, you're wanted for questioning at FBI Headquarters, downtown. Now please come along peacefully.’ 


"And if | don't?" A smirk played across Weinrib's lips, and Neil felt his blood rise. If there was a joke, Neil 
wasn't in on it. 


Its better if you don't resist. | have backup." 


"No, you don't. I've been watching you from the minute you cut line in front of me. | can smell a cop a mile 


away, and you're the only one here." 
"You can smell a cop, huh? Didn't work for you that well those three times in Toronto.” 


A cloud darkened Weinrib's expression. "Never mind that. I'm not going downtown with you, G-Man. | do, and | 
might as well put the hit out on Alex myself." 


"Look, Weinrib, you're coming with me one way or the other. | may not have backup, but let's face it, l'm a lot 


bigger than you. I'll carry you out over my shoulder if | have to.” 


Weinrib hung his head. "You're right, G-Man, you got me," he mumbled contritely. He walked toward Neil, who 
reached out to grab his right biceps. As he did, Weinrib whirled around and kneed Neil squarely in the nuts. 


For a moment, Neil forgot where he was as the universe compressed to the size of an excruciating tennis ball 
between his legs. He felt his knees buckle and his cheekbone strike the cool tile floor, as his stomach rolled and 


he retched. Somewhere, from a long way away, he heard a murmuring voice. 


"No hard feelings, G-Man. | just can't risk anyone seeing me leave here with you." There was a pause and a 
scratching sound, like a pen on paper. Weinrib's voice came closer. "Come to this address tomorrow morning, 
say around |0-ish, and come alone. We'll be waiting." Neil felt Weinrib tuck something into his vest pocket, then 
heard footsteps against the floor. He forced his eyes open just in time to see a pair of flashy, pointy-toed 
shoes walk to and then out the bathroom door. 


Neil lay there for who knew how long. A few times, the door opened and closed again hastily, no one wanting to 


deal with the drunk passed out on the floor in his own vomit. Eventually, though, the meatball bouncer from 


before entered and hauled him to his feet. 


"You again? | should kick your ass for pulling that stunt on me earlier. And now you go and puke all over the 


nice, clean bathroom. Tell me, Sonny, what should we do with you?" 


"Ban me for life?" Neil asked, hopefully. 


The bouncer growled and frog-marched him out of the bathroom. As he was being whisked through the 
indifferent crowd of partiers, he scanned the club for Weinrib. The big corner booth was empty, just 
overflowing ashtrays and empty champagne bottles to show that anyone was ever there. The bouncer dragged 
him through the front door and roughly tossed him to the still-burning asphalt of the parking lot, to the 
delight of the still-growing line of hopefuls waiting to get in. 


"And if | see your fucking hippie ass again, jerkoff, l'm gonna break your skull for reall" The crowd cheered as 


the humiliated Neil struggled to stand and brushed himself off, then staggered to his car and drove away. 


Chapter Five 


Neil got out of sight of the nightclub and pulled onto the shoulder of the road. He considered his options 
carefully -- well, as carefully as he could at that moment. He desperately, desperately wanted to just go 
home, put a bag of frozen peas on his throbbing gonads, drink himself into a stupor, and hop on the first flight 
back to Canada in the morning. It was a very attractive idea. It wasn't like he wasn't going to get fired for this 
fiasco. He'd gotten made by Weinrib pretty much instantly, he'd blown his cover at the first sign of trouble, 
and then he'd been kicked in the balls and left in a fetal position on a nightclub bathroom floor, losing Weinrib in 
the process. All this without any authorization whatsoever. So, yes, there was absolutely no question about it, 
his career was over. What would be the harm in cutting his losses? 


On the other hand, Mrs. Peart didn't raise any cowards. If he ran off like a dog with his tail between his legs, 
how could he ever face his family and friends back home? For that matter, how could he face himself? No, he 
had to be a man and tough this one out. And why postpone the inevitable? There was no time like the present 


to come clean. 


He pulled his car back into the flow of traffic and turned toward the FBI Headquarters. He turned on the radio, 
looking for something to lift his spirits, eventually settling on "My Generation’ by The Who. Neil let his mind 
drift away from his problems and toward the past as he concentrated on imitating Keith Moon's explosive 


drum riffs using only the steering wheel and his palms. 


It had been a long, weird journey. He wasn't like a lot of his colleagues; he hadn't always wanted to be a cop, 
much less an agent. In fact, growing up in Canada, the FBI was barely even on his radar. He'd wanted to be a 
rock and roll star. He'd poured his heart and soul into his drumming, practicing for hours every day, driving his 
mom and dad crazy all through his teen years. He'd even dropped out of school for a bit, sick of being picked 


on for his long hair and gangly frame and ready to chase his dreams as far as they would take him. 


But then life happened. He'd tried and tried to make it big on the music scene (well, at least to his impatient 
teenage mind it seemed he'd tried and tried), and he still couldn't catch a break His parents, ever practical, had 
suggested that he work with his father for a short time at his tractor store, just until he started to make 
money with his music. After that hadn't happened for six months, he had swallowed his pride and returned to 


school. 


He was lucky; the brain that made him a target of jeers all throughout school let him catch up on his 
schoolwork quickly. After he got his equivalency degree, he was able to attend a local college and take two 
semesters’ worth of courses in his first semester, and the two semesters’ worth in his second, bringing him 


up to speed with his peers. 


It was around this time that he started to get antsy. There was school, and there was a pretty, sweet girl 
that loved him, and there was his mom and dad, always there to help him with his rent or make him a home- 


cooked meal. It was suffocating. 


He started looking around at schools in the States, just to put some space between himself and the people that 
cared about him the most. He applied to a number of them, and was finally accepted at a small, Catholic-run 
university in upstate New York. Neil wasn't Catholic, and the small-town setting was far from ideal given his 
craving for adventure, but it was a solid four hours away from St. Catharines; close enough to come home for 
Christmas, far enough away to not have to go home on the weekends. Plus, they were willing to accept him 


despite his less-than-straightforward academic career. 


Neil started out as an education major, thinking that he'd teach secondary school English. As he continued his 
studies, though, the reality of having to face a classroom full of sullen teens much like his former tormentors 


day after day sank in, and he swiftly changed his major to Philosophy. 


Neil loved spending his time debating his classmates on subjects like the meaning of life and the nature of 
existence, but as he entered his junior year, even his endlessly-supportive parents started to question what he 
planned to do with his life. He sat down with an advisor, who suggested that given his penchant for argument 


he'd do well to consider a career in the law. 


Neil balked at the idea of law school, not loving the idea of spending his days cutting plea deals in courtrooms 


or finding loopholes for corporate criminals to pillage the working man. But, it was something to do. 


He started to check into schools. He'd be financing the operation himself, so a big-name school like Columbia or 
Georgetown was probably out. Luckily, there was a pretty decent law school at the University of Buffalo, so he 


figured it was just as good to go there as anywhere else. 

The day he went for his interview, something transformational happened. He hadn't really been looking forward 
to the interview, he didn’t like being examined and he definitely wasn't that fired-up about becoming a lawyer. 
Still, his mother and father raised him right, so he showed up for his interview with a new suit and a fresh 


haircut, briefcase in hand. 


The law school just happened to be running a career fair that day. There were long lines in front of what Neil 
figured must be the big, important firms, and significantly fewer in front of the tables for the Public 
Defender's office and Legal Aid. As he passed by one of the tables, a snippet of conversation caught his ear. 


"Is a helluva hard job, and it's hard to even make it in, but at the end of the day you've made a real 


difference." 
Neil rolled his eyes. Everyone said that. Probably some pie-in-the-sky nonprofit. 
"Yeah, but is it dangerous?" asked one of the students at the table. 


"Dangerous? Sure, it can be, but that's one of the perks! If you're looking for an adventure, you can't go wrong 


with the FBI" 


Neil stopped dead in his tracks. He turned to speak to the recruiter, and after that, things happened very 


quickly. Where once there was doubt, now there was clarity. He had one goal, and one goal only -- to become 


the best damn agent the FBI had ever seen 


He went to UB Law, but poured himself into his studies more than ever before. He found out he had to be an 
American citizen to be an agent, and so he studied US. history and politics and took the oath in the courtroom, 
renouncing his Canadian citizenship. He'd always been thin, but now he worked on being fit, running through the 
streets at night and lifting weights in his studio apartment. Somewhere along the way, that sweet, pretty girl 
back home stopped writing and calling. He barely noticed. He had a mission. 


It was grueling, but a week before his law school graduation, he got that prized letter. He didn't even bother to 
attend the ceremony, choosing instead to pack everything he owned into the backseat of his car and set off 


for Quantico, Virginia. 


The training at FBI headquarters gave him the most satisfaction he'd ever found in his adult life. Finally, this 
was the adventure his heart had ached for! He learned to fight, and he learned how to shoot a pistol. He also 
learned to investigate crimes, and to try to understand the criminal mind. That was his least favorite part -- 
the psychology. He'd made his choices to be follow the path of law and order, why the hell should he try to 


understand why someone else wouldn't? 


His time at Quantico was the happiest 20 weeks he'd spent since he was a teenager with dreams of rock 
godhood, but this time he almost couldn't wait for it to end. Yes, this was great, but what was coming after 
was surely greater! He lay awake at night, not with worry, but with excitement. He could imagine himself out 
there busting the bad guys, taking down dangerous criminal organizations with nothing but his wits and his 


marksmanship. 


The day he graduated was the proudest day of his life. He'd been thrilled to find out that he'd been assigned to 
the Los Angeles office, rather than some podunk like Muncie or Des Moines. He spent the money to put his 
things in storage, then flew out to the West Coast. He couldn't get there fast enough. 


On day one, he'd unpacked his pen-and-pencil set into his desk in the Mail Fraud division, and there he'd sat, 
day after day, for months. Even when he got a case that seemed halfway juicy, like the speed-freak "diet 
doctor," he knew some other agent or some other agency (the DEA in that instance), would handle the exciting 
parts, and he would get to use his fancy law school training to build a case based on the controversial 
presumption that selling bathtub methamphetamine to unsuspecting chubby ladies was wrong. Good times. 


And this could have been my chance to break into the big leagues, he thought ruefully as he pulled his car into 
the darkened parking garage of headquarters. There were only a few cars still there, and he figured that most 
of those were cleaning staff. He knew that Parks wouldn't be there, not at this hour, but it somehow seemed 
easier to call him from his desk than from his apartment. No, home was where he would go to lick his wounds 


and figure out what he was going to do with the rest of his life. He'd rather have the hatchet fall here at the 
ugly, brutalist building where he'd been so miserable lately. 


He showed his ID badge to the security guard, who grunted and turned back to his issue of "Juggs." He rode 


up the dim mildew-and-fart-smelling elevator, than maneuvered around the darkened room that housed his 
little piece of Bureau heaven, managing to only bang his thigh on the corners of three desks on the way. It 
didn't bother Neil too much, though. His balls still ached enough with every step to distract him from any sort 
of middling pain. 


He got to his dark gunmetal desk, the one with the chipped paint and doodles of penises inside the drawers left 
there by one of the previous occupants. Speculating about their origins and purpose had provided a welcome 
source of distraction on many a dragging afternoon. He eased himself gingerly into his hard, wooden office 
chair, allowing himself a little hiss of pain, then switched on his desk lamp, casting a sickly glow over his 
meticulously neat desktop. He hesitated for just a moment, then pulled out his office directory. 

Deputy Director Parks listed his home number on the directory, with the expressed understanding that agents 
were only to use it in the direst of emergencies. Neil figured that this probably qualified. The operation was 
ruined, or at least the way they had it planned was ruined. Maybe someone, a better agent than he, could still 


salvage something out of this wreck. 


He dialed the number with a shaking finger, and after three rings, Parks answered, sounding sleepy and annoyed. 
"Yes?" 


"Deputy Director Parks 

"Yes, who the hell is this?" 

"Its Agent Peart, sir" 

"Who? Oh, Pert, yes. Do you have any idea what time of right this is?" 
"Yes, yes, sir, I'm sorry.. | just. We have a problem, sir’ 


"A problem?" The sleepiness disappeared from his voice, replaced by a horrible crispness. "What problem, 


Pert?" 
"Well, sir, there's no easy way to say this. | -- | compromised the operation, sir." 
"WHAT?!2" The roar that issued almost made Neil drop the phone. 


With a shaking voice, he explained the whole sorry situation, while Parks maintained a terrifying silence. 
Eventually, he realized that he was rambling and stopped, saying "So that's it, sir. I'll leave my letter of 


resignation on your desk before | leave tonight 


"You don't get out of this that easily, Pert. You made this mess, now you have to clean it up. Go home and get 
some sleep. | expect you back in the office by nine tomorrow morning. Once everything's squared away, then I'll 


fire you." 


"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir." Neil mumbled, and hung up the phone, but he wasn't sure he really had anything to 
be thankful for. 


Chapter Six 


Neil went home as directed and suffered through a long sleepless night. The more he thought about it, the 
more it seemed like a form of torture to make him come in and face everyone that he'd let down. The other 
agents were right; he wasn't up to the job. He was so stupid Why did he go off on his own like that? He had to 
admit now that he hadn't done it to be prepared, he'd done it to be a hot dog. He wanted to prove to those 
other guys that he was better, smarter than they were, even though they had years of experience on him, 
and it had turned around and bitten him on the ass, just as it should have. 


Finally it was late enough to justify him getting up and getting dressed. He made himself some toast, but when 
he sat down he realized that he didn't feel much like eating, so he put his shoes on, looked himself over in the 


mirror, and set off toward his probable doom. 


His knees shook like mad as he rode the elevator up to the sixth floor for the second time that day. When he 
got off, it seemed like all the eyes in the office were on him. Had they heard? But how? It was supposed to be 


a secret mission. Maybe he was just being paranoid. 

He sat down at his desk and briefly considered opening the drawer and looking at the penises for some 
measure of nostalgic comfort, then decided against it. It would be hard to explain. His mouth felt dryer than it 
ever had before, even dryer than the morning after the night he'd discovered tequila He sat there for what 
seemed like hours, but was most likely minutes, before he heard Deputy Director Parks bark his name. 


"Pert! My office. Now." 


Neil jumped like he'd been stuck with a pin, then stood and walked with what he hoped was appropriate dignity 
to Parks’ office. Parks sat behind his desk (wood, probably sans penises), glowering. 


"Sit down, Pert. | want you to know that | dispatched Andrews and Fitzpatrick to the Živojinović address about 
an hour ago to interrogate the subjects. If all goes well, I'll be firing you before lunch, pending debriefing, of 
course.” 


"Yes, Sir." Neil played nervously with a loose thread on the left cuff of his suit jacket. 


"If all does not go well, God help me, Pert, I'll --" Whatever threat he was going to make was interrupted by 
the buzzing of his intercom. He slammed at the button. 


"What?" 


His secretary's voice issued scratchily through the speaker. "Sir, you have a call from Agent Fitzpatrick on line 
one. He says it's urgent.” 


“All right, thanks, Jeannine." He glowered at Neil and picked up the receiver. 


"Parks." He listened for a moment, his glower deepening. "Pete? Pete who? Pete Domboski? His wife joined a cult, 
so he transferred to the Pocatello bureau... What? No, it's Pert, not Pete. Jesus Christ. What a clusterfuck" 
Parks was known for never swearing, so the vulgarity made Neil even more apprehensive than he had been 
previously. Oh, this is not going fo be good, he thought. 

Parks slammed down the receiver so hard that Neil thought for a moment he'd broken the phone. "Well, Pert, 
you've really put your foot in it now. It seems that your countrymen are refusing to speak to Andrews and 
Fitzpatrick." 


‘lm sorry, Sir, | --" 


Im not finished, Pert. The reason they won't speak to them is that they only want to speak to you. Get your 
act together, you're making a little trip to the fancy side of town, pronto." 


"Sir?" Neil still hadnt quite grasped this new wrinkle. 

"You heard me, Pert, you're going to do the questioning. | hope to God you're ready for this." 

"Sir, why me?" 

"I have no idea, Pert. | don't know why they've taken to you or what you promised Weinrib yesterday, but 
today you're doing this by the book. If you offer them so much as a second helping of dessert without my 
say-so, I'll have you arrested for obstruction of justice and interfering with a federal investigation. You 
understand me?" 

"Y-yes Sir." 

"Well, what are you still doing here? Grab a tape recorder and get your ass out to Brentwood!" 


"Yes, Sir!" Neil couldn't believe his ears. Things had suddenly gotten very strange. 


Chapter Seven 


About an hour later, Neil found himself sweating bullets and walking up the walkway to the Zivgjinovié-Weinrib 
residence. The mansion didn't look any less tacky in person. It was overly-large, a light pink color, and decorated 
with multiple marble statutes of cherubs in front. Yuck. What was wrong with these people? Suddenly his 
crummy apartment didn't seem so bad. 


He rang the doorbell and heard a trill issue from inside. He heard footsteps and expected to be greeted by a 
maid, or maybe a houseboy in a Speedo, and so was surprised when the door opened to reveal a guarded- 


looking young blond man, Živojinović. 


He was taller than Weinrib, but still almost half a foot shorter than Neil, lanky and lean rather than bony and 
fragile like his compatriot. He wore a pair of aviator-style sunglasses, white tennis shoes, and a dark blue 
velour tracksuit partially unzipped to reveal a broad, hairy chest. Did no one in this city live with eyes 
unshielded and pectorals covered? Neil reached into the breast pocket of his suit, and Živojinović flinched. Neil 
opened his suit jacket to show his shoulder holster and that he wasn't reaching for it, then slowly extracted 
his wallet and flipped it open to display his badge. 


"Special Agent Neil Peart, FBI. Aleksandar Ziv- Ziv-" 
"Živojinović. Put that badge away before someone sees you and you get both of us killed." 


Neil hurriedly folded his wallet and stuck it back in his jacket, then attempted to speak again, only to be cut 
off. 


"And not another word until | get confirmation that you are who you say you are. Come on in" His voice was 
surprisingly friendly for someone who didn't seem to trust Neil in the slightest. 


Neil followed him inside, expecting that they would stop at the telephone so that Živojinović could call down to 
the office and confirm that he was who he said he was, but instead they continued through the building and 
out the sliding glass doors to the back. 


The enormous backyard almost made the ugly house worth it. It had a huge brick patio and terraced 
landscaping traveling down to an olympic-sized in-ground swimming pool. The patio was shady and cool and the 
pool was in the sun, just perfect for not getting chilled during a swim. Živojinović stopped and called down to 
the pool, where Weinrib was paddling around. 

"Hey! Hey, Babe?" 


Weinrib stopped and swam over to the side, resting his elbows on the cedar planking that surrounded it. 


"Yeah?" 


"Does this look like the guy?" 


"Hold on a second" Weinrib fumbled around for a moment, then located his glasses, placed about a foot away 


on the planking. He put them on and squinted, then nodded. "Yeah, that's him." 

"Okay, why don't you get out for a second and come on up, all right?" 

"Okay." He put his glasses back down, went under for a second, then glided over to the stairs and climbed out 
of the pool, walking over to a towel a short distance away. Neil realized that Weinrib was nude, and blushed. 
Živojinović grinned broadly. 

"And Babe?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Put on a robe or something, ‘kay? | don't want the Fed to fall in love with you." 


"Oh, fine." He slipped on a bathrobe and busied himself with wringing out his long, thick hair. 


Živojinović motioned toward a group of wrought-iron chairs next to a patio table and the pair sat down. Neil 


winced as his crotch met the chair, and Živojinović chuckled. 
"Ha, yeah, Ged said he nailed you pretty good last night." 


Neil was irritated. Not only had that.. that deviant criminal assaulted him, but now it was a big laugh. "Yeah," 


he growled, "your girlfriend hit me below the belt when | wasn't expecting it. Really impressive." 


Živojinović beamed. "He can definitely take care of himself" Without changing expression, he continued. "Oh, and 


G-Man? Call him a girl again, and you won't have to worry about your balls, because I'll cut them off" 
"Protective of him, aren't you?" 


"He's my world” Zivojinovie's expression softened to one of what could be described as puppyish lovesickness as 


Weinrib finally approached. "Hey, Babe, come sit down with us." 


There were two perfectly good empty chairs sitting next to the table, but Weinrib ignored them, choosing 
instead to perch on Zivgjinovie's lap. He glanced at the table for a moment then reached for a pack of Player's 
cigarettes on the table. As he did, Neil noticed something off. He looked again, and couldn't suppress a grimace. 
Weinrib was missing the pinky and ring finger from his right hand. 


Weinrib saw the grimace and colored briefly, then recovered, holding both hands up for inspection with a wry 
grin. Neil could see now that he was also missing the little finger from his left hand. Well, that explained the 


gloves. 


"Yeah, when they tell you never to stick a fork in the toaster, they mean it," Weinrib drawled sarcastically. He 
lit his cigarette and leaned back on Zivojinovie's chest, fixing Neil with a steady gaze. Živojinović smiled softly at 


Weinrib and played with a lock of his hair. 


Neil felt flustered, but he hoped he was covering for it well. "I'm -- sorry, | just wasn't expecting.." Weinrib 
made a dismissive gesture, and the three sat in awkward silence for a moment. Then Neil remembered that 
this was an official investigation and that he was the one that was supposed to be in control. He turned on his 


tape recorder and cleared his throat, pulling a small card out of his pocket and reading from it. 
"Gary Weinrib--" 

"Geddy. It's Geddy. That's my legal name, you can look it up." 

Neil blinked, then began again. "Geddy Weinrib and Aleksandar Ziv- uh, Ziv-" 

"Just call me Alex, you'll never get it right and we'll be here all day." 


"Geddy Weinrib and Aleksandar Ziv-" Here Neil mumbled something indistinct that he hoped sounded like a 
reasonable facsimile of the Serbian alphabet soup, then continued. "You are being officially questioned pursuant 
to investigation number 145382112 of the Federal Bureau of Investigation. Be advised that you are not at this 
time being accused of a crime, but anything you say can be used as evidence against you should the need 


arise." 


Živojinović took Weinrib's cigarette from between his lips and took a deep drag, then slowly let the smoke curl 
from his mouth as he stubbed it out in a large, cut glass ashtray. "Listen, G-Man, before we do anything, we 
need to get a few things straight." 


"What things?" 


"Number one, we don't talk unless we get a guarantee that we go into witness protection as soon as this mess 
is over with. Number two, if we do get that guarantee, we deal with you and you alone. No wires, no 
surveillance. Number three, when you come over next time, lose the suit and look like a normal person. We 


don't know if we're being watched or not, and everything about you screams Los Federales’ 

"And don't wear that awful costume you had on last night. What the fuck was that?" chimed in Weinrib. 
Neil shifted uncomfortably in his chair. "Well, uh, I'm not authorized to offer you any sort of protection." 
Živojinović began to rub Weinrib’s shoulders. "That's okay. | thirk we've done enough for today. You just go 


toddle back to your boss and get that guarantee, and we'll be in touch." Weinrib started to nuzzle Zivojinovie's 
neck. Živojinović groaned, then spoke again, breathlessly. "Okay, G-Man, you can leave now." Weinrib lifted his 


knee and shifted his weight to straddle Živojinović, as Neil tried to avert his eyes. He stood and fumblingly 
turned off and gathered up his tape recorder. 


"Uh... How will | let you know?" 


"We'll call you this afternoon. I'm sure the FBI is in the White Pages." Weinrib was kissing Zivgjinovie's chest and 
working his way downward. Živojinović flashed Neil a dazzling grin. "You can show yourself out, G-Man, unless 
you want to watch" Neil broke all existing land speed records as he dashed through the house and back to his 


car. 


Chapter Eight 


Neil drove back to headquarters in a haze. He didn't know how to feel.. This had definitely been the weirdest 
week of his life, and that included some strange days back in the late 1960s. On the one hand, he was sure that 
Parks wouldn't be thrilled at this latest turn of events. He'd hadn't gotten a whisper of information out of 
Živojinović, and he hadn't been sent out there to watch him make out with his flaming boyfriend. Correction, 
his flaming amputee boyfriend. What the hell? There was something seriously off about those two. Well, 
beyond all the very obvious things that were off about them. 


On the other hand, things were looking up regarding his involvement in the case. Živojinović said they wouldn't 
talk without him, and unless that meant that the Bureau would suddenly lose interest, it looked like they would 


have to keep him on the payroll a bit longer. It was going to make Parks even more suspicious, though. 


Why me? Neil wracked his brain for answers. He hadn't promised them anything, he knew that much. Could it 
just be because he was Canadian, too? That seemed like a really flimsy reason to trust someone with your life, 
especially someone you just met. Oh, God, what if they thought he was cute? Or gay? Or both? What if he 


went over there next time and they tried to draw him into some sort of a weirdo orgy? 


On the other hand, what if they did? Neil certainly wasn't interested, but if they were, that might be useful. If 
he could do a good job on this, then not only might he keep his badge, he might actually get moved out of mail 
fraud and into something more interesting on a permanent basis. That would definitely be worth being ogled a 


bit. 

As he rode up to his floor on the elevator, he realized he was holding his breath. He let it go in a deep sigh as 
the doors opened, then strode with quickly measured steps toward Parks’ office. He didn't think he probably 
needed to wait to be asked, not this time. 

He was stopped at the gate by the indefatigably impassable Jeannine, the dragon guarding the moat of Parks’ 
castle. He smirked at the mental image of the stout bottle redhead breathing fire at him, but the smirk 
withered under the force of Jeannine's glare. 

"Can | help you?" she inquired, icily. 

"Yes.. | -- | need to see the Director, please." 

"What is this regarding?" 

Oh, God, now what should | do?, Neil thought. He couldn't just spit out "the Živojinović case," could he? This 
operation was supposedly of the utmost secrecy. He realized that Jeannine was staring at him while he 


squi rmed. 


"Um, oh, just, uh, can you tell him Agent Peart is here to see him?" She cocked an eyebrow, much like Weinrib 


had the night before. God, was that really just last night? 

With an expression of the utmost suspicion, Jeannine stabbed the button on the intercom. Neil could hear a 
muffled buzz issue from inside Parks’ office. A moment later, the familiarly testy voice of his boss came 
from the little black box on the secretary's desk. 

"Yog?" 

"Sir, there's an Agent Peer out here to see you." 

"We don't have an Agent Peer" 

"Well, thats what he said his name is." 

"What's he look like?" 

"Uh, tall, young, mustache, kinda funny-looking..” 

Neil couldn't stand it any more, and broke in. "Its me, Sir.. Back from my.. interview." 

Oh, Pert! Why didn't you just say so? Come in" 


Neil shot what he hoped was a disdainful look toward Jeannine, but she had begun typing again and didn't even 
glance in his direction. Somewhat disappointed, he shuffled into Parks’ office. 


"Have a seat, Pert. Did you drop off the cassette at transcription?" 
"Uh, no, Sir, | didn't know | was supposed to, l'm sorry." 


"From here on out, that's what you do as soon as you get back to the office. We can't have anyone accusing 


us of tampering with the evidence." 
"Yes, Sir." 


"Tell them that you need a transcriptionist with a high security clearance, and that the transcripts are only to 
go to me, and you and Baker and Andrews and Fitzpatrick, of course. But never mind that, never mind that 
right now. What did you get out of Živojinović? How many more times do you think we'll need to meet with him 
until we can start to nail some Manzanis and associates?" 


Neil shifted a bit uncomfortably in his chair, and this time his testicles weren't what was bothering him. "Well, 
Sir, uhm, that's hard to say." 


"Well, what did you get from him?" 


"No... Nothing, Sir." 
"Nothing? What the hell happened?" 


"Well, Sir, they had a few conditions before they'd speak, and you said | didn't have the authorization to offer 
them anything, so.." 


Parks grunted. "What do they want? This isn't a game show. We're not handing out free cars and dream 


vacations." 
"Uh, they want to go into witness protection, and." 
"And?" 


"And they only want to deal with me, no wires or backup." He worried that it might sound like he was making it 
up as he went along. "It's, uh, it's all on the tape, there, Sir. They're going to call back this afternoon to find 
out what the deal is." 


"What's your take on them? You trust them? I'm not sending one of my men into a trap." 


Neil thought quickly. He wasn't certain that he did trust them, but if he said no, and they balked at the 


surveillance, then the case would just collapse. He couldn't take that chance. 
"Yes, Sir, | can handle Živojinović, and Weinrib frankly isn't much of a threat" 


Parks rubbed his eyes and sighed deeply. "Fine, you want to be a cowboy, here's what we do. When they call 
back, if they call back, tell them that if they give us something really good, something we can use, then they 
get protection. If not, we let some of our snitches in the Manzani organization know that they're working for 


us, and then we promise to pray for their souls.” 
"Yes, Sir." 


"And that goes for every day you meet. One meeting goes by with them giving you garbage, and their life 
insurance pays up early. Make sure they know that. You don't want these jokers stringing you along with the 
promise of something big. And they don't get anything in writing until we make some major busts. They aren't 
big enough fish to get a better deal than that." 


"Yes, Sir." 
Parks started to look through a file on his desk, and Neil sensed the meeting was over. He rose and started for 


the door, wondering where the hell the transcription department was. He made it about halfway before Parks 


called out to him. 


"Oh, and Pert?" 
"Yes, Sir?" 

"| have my eyes on you" 
"Thank you, Sir’ 


"Is not a compliment. If | get even a whiff that you're in on this somehow, I'll have your badge and your ass 


in jail faster than you can whistle ‘0, Canada." 


"Yes, Sir." 


Chapter Nine 


Neil sat at his desk and tried to pretend that he wasn't waiting for the phone to ring, but any time a bell 
sounded at any desk in the large room, he jumped. He must have checked the receiver a hundred times to 
make sure it was in the cradle securely, even picking it up once or twice to check for a dial tone. As he did, he 
flashed back to his younger sister doing the same thing as a teenager as she waited for a special boy to call, 
and remembered that he'd teased her for it. He made a mental note to write her a nice apology letter once he 
got home. Then he realized that if he had the handset to his ear the call might not get transferred correctly, 
and replaced it on the cradle with haste. 


He straightened his desk blotter, then started to fiddle with a rubber band. His stomach growled and he looked 
at his watch. No wonder he was starving. It was 12:30 now, and he hadn't eaten breakfast. The BLT he'd scarfed 
for dinner at the greasy spoon near his place was a distant memory. He poked around in his desk drawer and 
found a packet of saltines that had to be at least two months old. Oh, well, any port and all that.. He opened the 
packet and munched them. They didn't do much to quell his hunger, but they did make him blazingly thirsty. 


First, he tried to stimulate his salivary glands to work. He chewed on his pencil to no avail. He patted his 
pockets looking for gum, but he'd left it at home. Smoking wasn't going to help, either. The only water fountain 
on this floor was next to the men's room, and that was all the way on the other side of the building. If he got 
up and went to the fountain, he could well miss Zivojinovie's call. No, the only professional thing to do was to 


ignore his parched throat as best he could 


He did all that he could to distract himself again. He doodled on the blotter, he stared up at the ceiling, he 
examined the toes of his shoes. Still, his thirst kept nagging at him, growing worse and worse until he could 
stand it no more. 


He turned to the man at the next desk Agent Mitchell was about I5 years older than Neil, fat and rumpled in 
a cheap suit. Rumor had it that he'd once been on the fast track for big things, but that he'd fizzled and had 
been stuck at his desk ever since. Neil looked to him as a cautionary figure. But even cautionary figures could 


have other uses. 


"Hey, Mitchell?" When Neil spoke, his voice was a whistling whisper. Maybe it was a good idea for him to get a 


drink before answering the phone, after all. 
Mitchell looked up from his drippy salami sandwich. "Yeah?" 


"Do me a favor -- I'm waiting on an important call, but | have to go get a drink of water. If my phone rings, 


answer it and tell whoever's on the line to hold on a second, okay?" 


Mitchell nodded and burped, which Neil took as a yes. Neil stood and walked as fast as he could to the fountain 
without breaking into an all-out sprint. All the way there, he heard phones ringing behind him. 


He got to the water fountain and drank as deeply and quickly as he could, nearly choking on the wad of cracker 
crumbs he forced down his esophagus. He stood, dribbling water down his front, and sped back to his desk. As 
he turned the corner, he saw Mitchell talking on his phone, and broke into a full-on run. 


Mitchell was just about to hang up the receiver when Neil fairly dove across the desktop and snatched the 
handset from him. Panting, he brought it up to his ear, trying to ignore the oil slick Mitchell's hand had left on 
the phone. 

"Huh-huh-huh Hello?" 

"Why hello, G-Man. Who's your friend? And what have you been up to? Whatever it is, it must have been fun. 
You sound all out of breath." The voice on the other end had the soft, insinuating tone he now associated with 
Weinrib. He sounded amused. 


"Never mind that. Where's your keeper? | want to talk to a rational adult" 


Zivojinovié's pleasant voice answered. "I'm here, too, G-Man, on the other line. And remember what | said about 


insulting my husband" 

Neil rolled his eyes. As much as he'd been warned, he just couldn't accept the affable Živojinović as dangerous. 
If anything, he was more afraid of Weinrib putting the moves on him. Still, he wanted to stay on Zivojinovie's 
good side. 

‘Sorry, my mistake." 

Živojinović chuckled. "That's all right, G-Man. For now. Did you talk to your keeper? Do we have a deal?" 

Neil flushed, but hoped that his irritation wasn't evident in his voice. "Yes, | did. Here's how it's going to work - 
-" He glanced around, but no one was paying him any attention. He dropped his voice anyway. "Okay, you get 
what you want, but only if you keep giving us the good stuff. If you string us along, there are people in your 
organization that will hear all about our arrangement, and that won't be a good thing for you." 

There was a pause, then Živojinović answered. "Oh, really?" He didn't sound quite as jovial any more. 

"And nothing's in writing until you come through." 

"That's a really shitty deal, G-Man" 

"Take it or leave it" He could feel the deal starting to slip through his fingers, so he mustered all the bravado 
he could. "We could let our friends in the organization know about you right now, you know, if you don't want 


to play ball." 


'Lerxst.." Neil barely recognized Weinrib's voice. The sarcastic, flirtatious litt had disappeared, replaced by what 


Neil recognized as fear. 


Živojinović growled. "Fuck. Its still the best shot we have. Okay, G-Man, see you tomorrow, same time." Neil 


heard a click and the line went dead. He'd done it. He'd closed the deal. So why did he feel like such an asshole? 


Chapter Ten 


The next morning at just about IO am, Neil appeared once again at the front door of the pale pink monstrosity 
in Brentwood. He'd taken Zivojinovié's instruction not to wear his usual suit, so he was dressed in his weekend 
garb of a grey polo shirt, khakis, and top-siders, the tape recorder concealed in a duffel bag he clutched at his 
side. Ignoring the butterflies in his stomach, he rang the doorbell. 


Weinrib answered, wearing a clingy long sleeved shirt that came to roughly the top of his pelvis and a pair of 
tight, low-slung jeans with a brown belt and a large belt buckle, his navel and midriff slightly exposed. He 
smirked and languidly leaned against the door, looking Neil up and down. 

"Very nice... You look like a Mormon on his summer vacation" 

"And you look like a hustler, but | guess that comes naturally to you." 

Weinrib narrowed his eyes, then pivoted on one foot and slithered into the mansion, beckoning Neil to follow. 
Once Neil was through the threshold and the door closed behind him, Weinrib stopped abruptly and began 
running his hands over Neil's chest. 

"Hey, hey! | don't swing that way." 

Weinrib rolled his eyes. "Don't flatter yourself, l'm checking for a wire" He groped him a little longer, then, 
apparently satisfied, patted him on the ass and continued on through the house. He led the way into a bright, 
shiny kitchen that was bigger than Neil's kitchen and living room put together. 

"Alex is down in his workshop. He'll be up shortly. Coffee?" 


"Uh, no, | uh." 


It's not poisoned. Look, see, I'm having some." He pulled a mug out of a cupboard and filled it from a percolator. 


Neil had to admit to himself that it did smell pretty good. 
"Oh, | suppose, just a drop." 


"Good boy." Weinrib found another mug and filled it. He handed it to Neil, then boosted himself up to sit on the 
kitchen counter. He reached over and grabbed a bottle of whiskey that was sitting next to him and poured a 
generous dollop into his mug, then offered the bottle to Neil 


"A bit early for that, isn't it?" 


"For you, maybe. This is by way of a nightcap for me. | haven't been to bed yet" Weinrib yawned, patted down 


his pockets and produced a pack of cigarettes, then lit one and blew idle smoke rings. Neil reached into the 


duffel bag and pulled out his tape recorder, setting it down on the table. 

"Nuh uh uh, G-Man. | don't talk until Alex is here." 

"Don't worry, you're not the one | came here to talk to." 

"Suit yourself" Weinrib drummed the remaining fingers of his left hand on the countertop. 
"So, how'd you lose them, anyway?" 

Weinrib gazed at him, unblinking, catlike. "How'd | lose who?" 


Neil felt his irritation strike again, but gritted his teeth, determined not to show his pique. "Sorry | wasn't 


more clear. Your fingers." 

Weinrib waited a beat, then leaned forward. Neil leaned forward. Weinrib's eyes shifted, then he spoke. 
"Excessive. Pencil. Sharpening." His face broke out into a smile, and he shook with giggles. 

"Ugh, aren't you ever serious?” 

Neil jumped at the chipper voice from just behind his left shoulder. "My baby's always serious. He's the most 
serious man I've ever met." He turned around to see Živojinović, dressed in yet another tracksuit, this one dark 
grey. Mobsters and track suits. Was it some kind of uniform? 

Živojinović crossed in front of Neil and stood next to Weinrib, twining his arm around the slender man's back. 
Weinrib kissed the top of Živojinović's head and playfully bit the cartilage at the top of his ear. Živojinović 
grinned broadly. 

"Cut it out, Ged. We have company. Besides, you know we have to be good and play nice with the G-Man" 
Weinrib sighed. "Oh, fine, but you owe me." 

"Yeah, and you own me." The pair made googly eyes at each other. Neil cleared his throat. 


"Okay, now that we're all present and accounted for, could we get started, please?" 


Živojinović nodded, and Weinrib hopped gracefully down from the counter. The pair sat down at the kitchen 
table, using two chairs this time, thank God. Neil sat across from them and fired up the tape recorder. 


He again cleared his throat. He'd been rehearsing this all night. He was going to get it exactly right this time. 


"This is Special Agent Neil Peart, interviewing subjects Aleksandar Z. and Geddy Weinrib pursuant to Federal 


Bureau of Investigation case 145382112." 

Almost immediately, Weinrib broke in. "Why do | get my whole name, and poor Alex only gets an initial?" 
"He can't pronounce my name, Babe, it's not his fault 

Ohhbh. 

Neil glared at the pair, then continued. 


"You are not being charged with a crime at this time, but be advised that anything you say can be used 


against you in a court of law should the need arise." 


This time Živojinović interrupted his train of thought. "Yes, we know, you said all that the last time. He's 
repeating himself, Ged. | think he might be senile." 


"Sad at his age." 

"Yes." 

Neil had had enough. He closed his eyes and took two deep breaths, then tried his best to channel his inner 
Eliot Ness. "Listen here. | know you think this is all fun and games, but you won't be laughing if the Manzanis 


get the word that you're working with us, so it's in your best interest to cut the comedy and cooperate." 


Živojinović swallowed hard and reached over to take Weinrib's hand. The two looked somber for the first time 


since Neil had met them. 

"We're sorry, G-Man, We're just really tense about this, you know?" Zivojinovié's voice was timid, sounding like 
it was coming from far down in his throat. "We don't mean any disrespect. We're just nervous.” Weinrib nodded 
mutely, suddenly even more pale and drawn looking than usual. 

"Fine, then. Let's get on with it" Neil took a notebook from his bag. He'd made notes about what he should be 
asking them. Parks had said he'd have more specific questions after they got some information, but for now 
he should just keep things general. 

"How long have you been a member of the Manzani organized crime family?" 

‘I've been with them for oh, seven years or so. Ged's been with them a bit longer, actually." 


"Not really, Lerxst. Not really with them like you are, that is." 


"With all due respect, I'm not particularly interested in what Mr. Weinrib has to say. He's not the major player 
here. In fact, it might be better if he weren't here for this. You get distracted" 


Živojinović bristled. "We're a package deal. And besides, how do you know you don't want to talk to him?" 
"What possible information would he have to offer? You're the man of the house, right?" 


"I've told you, don't even imply that my husband is any less of a man than | am, or | will cut your balls off 
and feed them to you." For the first time, Neil could see Zivgjinovié as more menacing than a fluffy puppy. 


"Please, Lerxst, don't.. It's okay." 

‘It's not okay, Ged. | won't have him making fun of you." 

Neil groaned. Somehow the interview was spiraling out of control again. "Look, look, I'm sorry. | didn't mean to 
imply anything other than that you were the breadwinner of the house, and the one that has an actual 
position within the Manzani mob. Unless, Mr. Weinrib, you're pimping out the women you were with the other 
night." 

Weinrib looked confused. "The women? Oh, the girls! Oh, no, no, God, no, they're not whores! Well, not all of 
them. And none of them any more. Some of ‘em used to be, but they gave it up, like me. No, they're the wives 
and mistresses of some of my husband's ‘business associates. | go around with them sometimes, they're fun. 
Plus, I'd never be a pimp. They're terrible people." He made a disgusted face and fiddled with the salt shaker. 
Zivgjinovié put his arm around Weinrib's shoulders and squeezed him. "They also say things to Geddy that they 
overhear or that their boyfriends tell them in confidence, which is one reason you might want him to stick 
around so you can hear what he knows." 

"Yeah, nobody takes me seriously." 


"Baby, that's just because they're big dumb gorillas." 


"I know, don't worry, I'm not being down on myself. I'm just saying, they don't take me seriously, so no one 


cares about what | know." 
Živojinović looked from Weinrib to Neil. "Yeah, he's right, and so he stays, okay?" 


"Fine, you've made your point. He stays. All right, then, what are your positions within the Manzani 


organization?" 
Živojinović looked down at the tabletop. Neil was surprised to see a look of shame cross his face. "I guess l'm 
what they call an ‘enforcer: | hurt people who need to be hurt. Geddy doesn't have an official position, but he 


keeps me sane." 


"Have you ever killed anyone?" 


"Yes." His voice was so quiet, Neil had to strain to hear him. 

"Louder, please, for the tape recorder. 

"Yes. Yes, | have killed people." 

"How many?" 

"Don't know. I'd have to think about it" 

"Give me an estimate." 

Živojinović sighed. "Id say.. fifteen. Thirteen for business, two for pleasure." 

Neil did his best to hide his shock. Nowhere in the file had it said anything like that. "Pleasure?" 
"Yeah. I'm not talking about that right now.’ He glanced sideways at Weinrib. 


"All right” Truthfully, Neil was glad that he was changing the subject. He'd need some time to digest this 


information before he could casually ask about it. "How well are you paid for your work in the organization?" 
Živojinović seemed more comfortable with this line of questioning. "Oh, very welll And our expenses are low." 
Weinrib stopped playing with the salt shaker. "Well, except my ‘entertaining’ expenses, that is." 

"Yeah, but | told you not to worry about that! Its not like we have to pay rent: 

Neil made a note in his book. "This house, here, it's a part of your compensation?" 

"You could say that. We moved in here after ‘The Greek made his sudden exit from the scene." 


Neil saw his chance to finally display some of his inside information and show them he wasn't so out of the 


loop after all. "Yeah, his unexpected transfer to the basement floor of Dominic Manzani's wine cellar." 
Živojinović blinked at him. "No, no, not the floor, no.” 
‘Oh, really? Then where is he? Did he retire to Santorini to work on his spear fishing?" 


"No. Let's just say that there's a reason the ‘Fratelli Manzani chianti has developed such a musky bouquet, and 
that it's been marked down to sixty-nine cents for the party jug" 


Neil felt himself turn green as he tried to remember the brand of the cheap wine he'd chugged the night 


before to help him fall asleep. He shook his head to clear it. "Are the Manzanis planning anything big?" 


"Well, yeah, they're always planning something. | mean, there's a big shipment of H coming in about every other 


week." 


"And they're talking about a war with the Colombian guys." Weinrib put his head on Zivgjinovie's shoulder. "At 
least that's what Debbi Delvechhio said. Everybody's worried sick" 


Živojinović ran his fingers through Weinrib's hair. "Don't worry, babe, I'll be fine. That's why we're talking to 
the G-Man, remember?" 


Weinrib nodded. "And there is that armored car job.." 
Neil and Živojinović both looked at Weinrib. "Armored car job, Mr. Weinrib? Go on" 


Weinrib looked uncomfortable. "Yeah, one of my friends, uh, Joni Winters, her boyfriend is one of the Manzanis' 
getaway drivers, and she mentioned something they're planning for the end of the month." 


"And that is." 


"An armored car job, like | said.. | can't really tell you more, that's all | know, honestly. | mean, its not like we 
sit around and talk shop the whole time we're out." 


"When can you find out more?" The heroin shipments were a pretty regular thing, and the Bureau might not 
care too much about some rival gangs offing each other, but an armored car robbery involved danger to 


civilian life. That would be a big deal. 


| -- | guess | don't know. | mean, she probably'll go out tonight with the rest of us, but | can't say for sure 


and | can't exactly press her too hard, or she'll know something's up. I'll see what | can do, though." 
"You do that. You do that, and we'll see about getting you that witness protection" 
"Okay." 


Neil stood up and turned off the tape recorder, trying to hide his eagerness to get back to the office and tell 
Parks about this new information. "Thank you, gentlemen. | think that's enough for today. Ill be back tomorrow." 


Weinrib threw his head back and made a gurgling noise. "Jesus Christ, G-Man, do we have to do this every 
single day?" 


"Look here, you aren't calling the shots. If | say I'm coming back tomorrow, then I'm coming back tomorrow." 


Živojinović chuckled. "You know, Ged, that'll work pretty well with his cover story, maybe." 


Neil snapped his head around to stare at Živojinović. "What cover story? l'm not operating under a cover." 


"Well, Ged and | were talking, and we figured that if we're being watched, someone's probably going to notice 


you coming around and wonder who the hell you are, so we came up with a cover story for you.” 

"And that cover story is?" 

Weinrib giggled. "Last night, | told the girls all about the hunky guy that we picked up who's coming over and 
having three-ways with us! They're all so jealous, G-Man!" He rested his forehead on the table, snorting with 
laughter. 


Neil felt his cheeks burn. "I don't think | appreciate that" 


Živojinović struggled to regain control over himself, wiping tears from the corners of his eyes. Finally he was 


able to answer. "Well, too late now, G-Man, But look on the bright side, at least he said you were ‘hunky'!" 


Mumbling under his breath, Neil zipped up his duffel bag and stormed from the house. 


Chapter Eleven 


Neil met with the pair five times over the next week. During that time, Neil got lots of information about the 
structure and the members of the Manzani family and the details of the upcoming armored car heist started 
to get more fleshed out, though Weinrib still claimed he didn't know exactly when or where it was going to go 
down. Neil wasn't sure he believed that, but he couldn't get him to say any more, regardless of what he tried. 


He also didn't like them any more than he had the week before. He really didn't get how they could be so flip, 
so blasé, when they had done such terrible things. He'd gotten a list of Zivojinovie's "professional" hits, but as 
of yet the killings he'd described as "pleasure" remained a mystery. One of them was probably LeFarge, but 
Neil didn't know who the other one was or why Živojinović had wanted to kill them. 


He also still didn't know how Weinrib had lost his fingers. He answered with a new joke every time Neil asked 
him about them. ("My gloves were too tight, and when | pulled them off, the fingers stayed inside." "Compulsive 
nailbiting.” "They froze and fell off one January morning" "Don't pet the polar bears at the zoo." "Wild beaver 
attack") It probably wasn't germane to the investigation, he had to admit, but he was very curious. It wasn't in 


the records anywhere. 

He rang the doorbell of the ugly pink house. Živojinović answered, this time his tracksuit a creamy velour. 
"Hi, there, G-Man, Geddy's out at an appointment, but he should be back in a half-hour or so." 

Živojinović wandered into the living room, and Neil followed. The blond man sauntered to a small bar set-up in 
the corner and poured himself a scotch. He turned to Neil and raised an eyebrow. It was about two in the 
afternoon. Neil shrugged, then nodded. Why the hell not? 

He had to admit he was relieved to have Živojinović to himself for a change. For one thing, Weinrib had an 
annoying tendency to pull his lover off topic. For another, Weinrib creeped Neil the hell out. He was always 


slinking around, hanging off of Živojinović, smirking like he knew something that Neil didn't. He hated that: 


Živojinović settled himself on a chintz-covered couch across from Neil, and spread out. An uncomfortable 


silence ensued. Neil sipped at his scotch and examined his fingernails. 
Živojinović shifted in his seat. "So, yeah, like | said, Ged's out at an appointment, but he'll be back" 
"Getting a manicure with the girls?" 


"You really want to watch that, G-Man. As a matter of fact, he's at a Narcotics Anonymous meeting. | make 
him go. | think it helps him deal with some things that have happened." 


"Aren't you not supposed to drink like a fish and snort cocaine and things like that when you're going through 


one of those programs?" 


"I take what | can get. It keeps him off smack, and that's all | can really ask He's been through a lot" 


Neil saw his chance to find out about some of the things that were bothering him, things that weren't in the 
official line of questioning. He just wanted things to make sense. "Like what? What the hell happened?" 


"What do you mean?" 


| mean, | look at the records, and you guys seem like normal kids, and then all of a sudden you're working for 


the mob and he's.. Well, he's the way he is. You seem halfway normal, but him.. What happened in 1969?" 
Zivgjinovié. stared down into his glass, clinking the ice around. "That's when | died" 

"Come again?" 

"That's when | died. Ged brought me back to life in ‘72." 

| don't think | understand. | mean, your transcript shows you went away to school.. 


"| was sent away, you mean. | didn't have a choice." He looked down at the wall-to-wall shag carpeting, as if he 
were pondering something. "See, it's like this. Ged and | met back in Grade Eight. | have to admit, | didn't notice 
him at first. He was just this shy little guy, you know? The kind of kid nobody pays any attention to unless 
they're picking on him." 


"Well, he's no shrinking violet now." 


"That's more of an act than you know. Anyhow, it was practically Christmas before | got to know him. Once | 
did, though, we were inseparable. After a while | started to feel something for him that wasn't just friendship, 


you know?" 


Neil made a face. He didn't quite get how someone could feel that way about another man. Živojinović didn't 
seem to notice, though, and he continued, lost in his memories. "So, yeah, | fell in love with him. And when | 
finally got over my bullshit machismo and told him, it turned out that he felt the same." Živojinović paused and 
smiled. "It was great. We had to sneak around, but we told ourselves that in a few more years we could move 
out of town to somewhere that might accept us, like Vancouver or even San Francisco. We were gonna be rock 


stars, can you believe it?" 
"| didn't know you were musicians." 


"Well, | don't know if you could call us musicians, exactly. We played a few gigs around Willowdale, drop-in 
centres and such. | played guitar, Ged played bass and sang. He can play piano, too, or at least he used to. | try 
to get him to play a little now, but he usually won't. Anyway, it was stupid, but we thought we might have a 


shot at the big time. Things were going really really well, until my mom walked in on us when we were making 


out on my bed." 
"Oooh." 


"Yeah. It was bad. My dad dragged Geddy out of the house and told him never to come back, and my mom 
called Ged's mom to bawl her out for sending her kid over to corrupt me or something. And that's the last | 


saw or heard of Ged for the next three years. | was on a bus to British Columbia the next morning.’ 
"That's when you went -- uh, got sent -- to that boarding school” 


"Prison camp is more like it. | don't know how that place was supposed to make me not gay; there was more 
sodomy there than on Fire Island. Of course, most of it wasn't consensual. Thats how | learned to fight." 


"God, that's terrible.” 


"In retrospect, | had it easy. The worst part was | didn't hear from Geddy that whole time. It was like he'd 
vanished. No calls, no letters, not even a postcard. | figured he'd moved on, and that he didn't care about me 
any more. That probably helped me survive -- it made me mean. Still, though, | was waiting for the day I'd 
turn 18 and could come home. | thought maybe if | could just see him again, that everything would be okay and 
would go back to normal. | had it all planned out -- I'd go up to his front door and kiss him and take him away 
with me, and we'd live happily ever after. But, of course, things don't work out like that." 


"What happened?" 


"| got out when | turned IB and | came home, but when | tried to go see Ged, it turned out his family had 
moved away and no one would tell me where he was. | got a little studio apartment in a slum, and | started to 
work for my dad as a plumber's mate. One night, while | was hanging out with my sister, | got drunk and slept 


with one of her friends that had just broken up with her boyfriend and | got her knocked up." 
‘| didn't know you had a kid” 


"Neither does my son. His mother got back together with her boyfriend right after she found out that she 
was pregnant, and he thinks the kid is his. | send her money every month, and she puts it away in a bank 
account for him. My boy's gonna go to the best schools there are" There was a note of unmistakable pride in 
his voice. "So, yeah, after the kid gets born, my sister's all like ‘We knew you really weren't gay, I'm glad Mom 
and Dad had the school burn that fag's letters to you: | went apeshit and tore up her apartment until she told 
me the whole story, that Ged'd sent me a ton of letters and that they made sure that | didn't see a single one 
of them, that they'd intercepted all the letters that I'd sent to him, and that he'd run away from home about 
six months after | left. She said nobody'd heard from him since, but that rumor had it he'd been picked up for 
hustling and that his mom had disowned him after that." 


"Wow." 


"Yeah. From then on, | looked for him. Real hard at first, then | started to get discouraged. | never really 
stopped, though, you know? Whenever | walked down the street | kept my eye out for him, even though for all 
| knew he'd hooked up with a millionaire and was living it up in the south of France. And then, one day, | found 


him. 
"Yeah?" Neil was riveted despite himself. 


"Yep. I'd stopped speaking to my dad once | found out what he and my mom had done, so | was hanging around 
a lot in the plumbers union hall, looking for any jobs | could pick up. Its in a pretty crummy part of town, and 
| had to walk through even crummier parts to get back to my apartment. | was on my way home one evening, 
and | saw him there, standing on the corner, freezing his ass off" He smiled. "He was all bony and filthy, but 
he was the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen. | ran right up to him and gave him a huge hug. But he wasn't all 
that happy to see me." 


"No?" 


Živojinović shook his head. "Nope. In fact, at first he tried to act like he didn't know me. When he figured out 
that | wasn't havirg it, he told me to scram, he was trying to work. | made him take my pea coat and my 
address and promise to come over to my apartment as soon as he was done for the night. It was cold, but | 


didn't feel it. | practically skipped all the way home. 


"When | got back to my place, though, | started to feel not so happy. | figured there was a good chance he 
wouldn't even show. | didn't know exactly what was going on with him, but | knew he was selling his ass, so 


things couldn't be going great, you know?" 
"Yeah, | guess not." 


"But | stayed up all night waiting for him, anyway. And, surprise surprise, right around dawn there's a knock on 
my door and he's standing there. God, | was over the moon. | hugged him so hard it's amazing that | didn't 
crush him. | had him come in and sit down and | made him breakfast while | told him all about everything that 
had happened, why he hadn't heard from me, about my plumbing jobs, my kid, everything. He sat there and 
listened to the whole thing, but he didn't say anything much about himself. Right about when | was taking the 


eggs off the hot plate, he excused himself to use the bathroom down the hall, and he never came back." 
"What?" 
"Yeah. At first | didn't think anything of it. | mean, it was a shared bathroom, so sometimes there was a wait. 


But after like half an hour the eggs got cold, and | went down to check on him. The bathroom was empty, and 


the window onto the fire escape was open. He'd written a note on the mirror in soap." 
"What did it say?" 


"IF said ‘| love you. Goodbye: Just like that. | didn't know what the hell had happened, but | wasn't going to let 


him get away that easy, not after I'd just found him again So | started asking around. It took me a few days of 
not working and not sleeping and paying every hustler | could find for information, but eventually | tracked him 
down to a flophouse where this pimp named Louie Fingers kept his boys. 


"It was the grossest place I've ever seen It was basically a big old abandoned warehouse, and all over the floor 
there were these dirty mattresses with these poor drugged-out kids on them. Seriously, it looked like 
something you'd expect to see in Calcutta or something. | looked around at all the wrecked kids, and over in a 


corner, piled on one of those nasty mattresses like he was garbage, was my Geddy, just beaten to a pulp. 


"| didn't know what had happened at the time, but it turns out that he'd told one of the other hustlers that 
his man had come back to him and that he wouldn't be standing on the street corner any more.. | guess he 
was happier to see me than | thought. Anyway, that hustler had told another one, and so on and so forth, until 
finally Louie Fingers heard that one of his boys had run out on him with the night's profits in his pocket. He 
didn't take it well, and when Ged came back, he made him an example to the other guys. Oh, yeah, and the 
reason they called him Louie Fingers? He liked to break the fingers of the kids who worked for him when they 
pissed him off. He'd put ‘em in a vise and tighten it until the bones snapped." 


Neil's stomach turned at the thought. "That's terrible." 


"Yeah, it is. So anyhow, there's Ged broken into a million pieces, bleeding all over the place. The ring finger on 
his right hand had the bone sticking out of it. He was making this weird wheezing sound when he breathed, and 
he was too out of it to even look at me. | was about to pick him up and get him the hell out of that place 


when LeFarge came at me out of nowhere and hit me across the back with a wood plank 


"Well, that startled me pretty bad, as you might expect, but like | said, that hellhole school taught me to fight 
pretty good, and | was fighting for my life and for Geddy's, so my adrenaline was sky high. Everything literally 
went red; I'd heard of that happening but | never knew it really did. | grabbed the plank from him, threw it 
away, and proceeded to beat the shit out of him, just as bad as he'd beaten Geddy. | had him down on the 
ground and was stomping him good when Geddy made this gurgling sound and | remembered why | was there. | 


turned around, threw Geddy over my back, and took him home." 
"You carried him the whole way?" 


"It wasn't all that far, and he was light, and like | said, | was full of adrenaline. | felt it the next day though -- | 
could barely move. If I'd been thinking clearly, I'd have taken him to the hospital, but all | could think to do was 
bring him home where | could protect him. Once | got him up to my room and in bed, though, | saw that he 
was way worse off than anything | could take care of. | went down to the lobby to use the pay phone and call 
for an ambulance, but some dude was on it having an argument with his girlfriend and wouldn't get off. | was 
just about to pummel the jerk when somebody tapped me on the shoulder. | turned ‘round, and there were 
three guys -- a big gorilla in a shiny suit, a guy with a medical bag, and a little old guy in a wool overcoat. 


"The little old guy asked me if | knew anything about the beating handed down to a guy called LeFarge. | figured 
| was stuck, so | copped to it and got ready to have my ass handed to me by the gorilla or get handcuffs 


slapped on me or something, but the old guy just smiled and said they found my address in the pea coat I'd 
loaned Geddy. He said he thought | might have a medical situation on my hands and that they were there to 
help. | didn't know what to do, but they obviously knew what was going on, so | took ‘em upstairs. The guy with 
the medical bag takes one look at Ged and says that he needs to take him back to his office, so the gorilla 
picks him up like he's a feather and we go down to this big, black car. 


"| still had no idea what was happening. At this point, l'm just along for the ride. We drive for a while out to a 
doctor's office in one of the fancy suburbs, and the gorilla carries Ged inside. | go to follow them in, and the 
old guy stops me. He has a proposition for me, he says. The doc will take care of Ged if | agree to do some 
favors for him. If | don't agree, then Ged's out on the curb and probably dead, and he makes sure that I'm 
definitely dead for beating LeFarge. What other choice could | make? | said yes." He shook his head. "I went in, 
and this little doctor's office had like a full hospital set-up in one of the back rooms. Ged's in one bed, and 
there's some guy with a big bandage on his chest in the other one. 


"The doc checks Ged over, and says that basically everything's wrong with him. He's got broken ribs, a 
collapsed lung, missing teeth, a concussion, internal bleeding, he's got cuts and slashes all over his back, 
cigarette burns, infected needle puncture marks in his arms, and just about every variety of VD known to 


science. Oh, and his fingers are getting gangrenous and they're gonna have to come off." 
"Oh, Lord" 


"So he was in there for quite a while. We weren't even sure he'd make it. The doc said he wouldn't be able to 
survive withdrawal in his condition, so he kept him pretty zonked on morphine the whole time. | think it was 
worse for me than it was for him. Once he started to recover, he tapered him off and gave him methadone, 
and eventually he was off the junk. Even after he was physically better, it took months for him to recover 
mentally. It took forever before he'd make love to me like he meant it and not like he was getting paid. He's still 
not all the way there. He's loads better than he was, though. Once he was more or less on the road to 


recovery, the old man, who | now knew was Emilio Manzani, gave me my first job." 
"Which was?" 


"To ice LeFarge. It turned out that LeFarge was married to Manzani's favorite granddaughter, which is why he 
lived as long as he did Apparently he was skimming off the top of their recreational pharmaceutical business, 
and spending more time with his rent boys than with his wife, and it had been decided that his time had come 
and that | was the one to do it. did, and it was the best thing I've ever done. | only regret that he died as 
fast as he did. | was enjoying myself." 


Neil heard a throat-clearing sound off to his left. Both he and Živojinović looked up from their drinks to see 


Weinrib standing in the doorway. Zivgjinovié started to stammer. 
"Hey -- Hey, Babe, how long have you been standing there?" 


"Long enough." 


"Come over here, okay?" 


Weinrib set down the shopping bag he was holding, and walked over to where Živojinović was sitting, Živojinović 
put a hand on his waist. 


"Babe, will you do something for me?" 

"What?" 

"Will you let me show the G-Man what that animal did to you?" 
"Why?" 

"| dorit know, | guess | just want him to understand, you know?" 


Weinrib considered for a moment, then nodded. Živojinović stood and gently lifted Weinrib's shirt over his head, 


then unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans, pulling them down around his knees. He wasn't wearing underwear. 
Neil winced. Weinrib's chest and genitals looked all right (not that Neil was looking very closely), but when 
Živojinović turned him around, his back was a roadmap of scars. Some of them looked like they'd come from 
being beaten by a belt, while others were small and circular, just the size of the end of a cigarette. There was 
a prominent scar on his left buttock that formed a double L. Živojinović touched that one gently, reverently. 
"This is from Louie marking his property...” 

Weinrib stood still for a moment, then mumbled something. Živojinović cocked an ear toward him. 

"What was that, Baby?" 

"| said, ‘Can | please get dressed now?" Weinrib shouted in a strangled voice. 

"Of course, Babe, of course." 

Weinrib hurriedly dressed, then moved quickly toward the foyer. 

"Where are you going, Babe?" 

"Upstairs." 


"Are you okay?" 


Weinrib didn't answer, just dashed from the room. Sitting in silence, the the two men heard his footsteps 
stomping up the stairs. 


Red-faced, Živojinović turned to Neil. "I think that's it for today, G-Man" 


Chapter Twelve 


It was three days before Neil heard from them again He supposed he could have called them, but he didn't 
want to. He was in no hurry to get back into contact. He felt overwhelmed, and he just wanted a little time to 
mull over what he'd learned. He didn't know how to feel. He didn’t like feeling sorry for them, but after what 
Alex -- no, Živojinović -- told him, well, he'd have to be heartless to not feel a least a little sympathy. 


The problem with taking a few days to digest his conversation with Živojinović was that Parks was expecting 
him to keep pressing them for more information, and he couldn't very well tell him that he couldn't see the 
subjects because he was starting to think they might not be monsters after all. Instead, he buried himself in 
busywork in the hopes that he might look occupied enough to go under the radar. Still, Parks kept giving him 
pointed looks on the way back and forth to the men's room, and he didn't know how long he could keep him at 


arm's length with excuses about filing and "going over his notes." 

As the afternoon dragged on through the third day, he thought about giving them a call several times, but 
drew his hand away each time like the phone was hot. Not just yet He packed up his briefcase and got ready 
to go when the ringer sounded. 

"Hello?" 

"Hey, G-Man" Živojinović sounded tense. "Can you come over? Like tonight? Like now?" 

"Uh, well, | was just about to go home. | don't usually work past six." 

"Yeah, | know, I'm sorry, but could you make an exception? Its pretty important." 

"Sure, uh, just give me a chance to go home and change." 

‘Okay, and how long will that be?" 


"I can be out to your place by 1 or 1:30, depending on the traffic." 


Živojinović was silent for a moment. "Okay. Okay. That'll have to work. Get here earlier if you can, all right?" 


There was a click and the line went dead. 


Neil stared for the moment at the phone in his palm, then closed up his briefcase and headed out the door and 
to his car. No reason to rush, Im not at their beck and call, he thought, but he still found himself cursing at 
the gridlock and hurrying to change, then cursing at the gridlock again. He got to the shell-pink palace at 1:30 
on the dot, just as he'd estimated, and parked behind a white sports car that was in the circular driveway. 


Živojinović answered the door. Neil was surprised to see that he was dressed in a suit ard tie, rather than his 


customary tracksuit. He smiled tightly at Neil when he saw him at the door. 


"Thanks for coming, G-Man. You're a lifesaver." He took Neil by the sleeve and all but dragged him into the 
house, hurriedly shutting the door behind him. Neil started to continue forward, but he was stopped by a 
gentle grasp to his elbow. 


"Hold up a second, G-Man" 

"What? What is it?" 

"The reason | called you over here -- It's Geddy." 
"What about him?" 


"Well, he's -- He's been on a bit of a bender, | guess you'd say. Ever since the other day. He gets that way 
sometimes, when he's reminded of.. what happened. He has a tough time with it; he doesn't like to remember. | 


should have realized that asking him to get undressed in front of you might bring back -- bad memories." 
"I'm sorry to hear that, but what's that got to do with me?" 


"Well, y'see.. | have to go out tonight. Business, you know? And | can't leave him alone like this. | need you to 


stay here while I'm out, to keep an eye on him, make sure he's okay.’ 
"Oh, no. Babysitting isn't in my job description" 


lm not asking you to babysit him, l'm just asking you to hang out here for a few hours, make sure he doesn't 
get hurt while I'm not here to watch him." 


"Which sounds a lot like babysitting.’ 


Živojinović sighed. "Look, G-Man, | know it's not exactly how you were planning on spending your evening, but 
look at it this way: if | don't go out, then how am | supposed to learn anything to tell you? If | don't show, then 
my bosses start to get suspicious, start cutting me out of the loop." 


"| think that would be worse for you than it would be for me." 


"True, true, but still, you're counting on me giving you the juicy stuff to move you up the ladder at work, 
aren't you? This is a win-win for both of us, the way | see it. And | won't be late, | promise. I'll be home by I 


at the latest. Please?" 


Neil wanted to bang his head against the wall. Sympathy or no, it was still a bit rich for Živojinović to expect 
him to play nursemaid to a full-grown man. He had to admit he had a point, though. Zivgjinovié wasn't going to 
be able to get much information if he had to stay home and hold Weinrib's hair while he puked or whatever. 
He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Maybe it wouldn't be too bad. At the very least, it would probably 


make one hell of an amusing anecdote to tell when they made him Deputy Director one day. 
"Fine. But only until Il. You're late and | leave anyway, even if your little buddy is out on the ledge, got it?" 


"Sure. Fine. Dandy. I'll be back." Živojinović patted him on the shoulder. "Thanks, G-Man, | owe you one!" He 
grabbed a ring of keys out of a bowl on on an end table and headed for the door. 


"Wait!" 
Živojinović turned back. "Yeah?" 
"Where is he?" 


"Oh, he's in the living room, watching TV. Don't worry, he won't give you any trouble." With that, Živojinović and 
disappeared through the front door. A moment later, Neil heard a roar and saw the white sports car zip out 


of the driveway. 


He stood there in stunned silence for a moment, watching the curtains on the door wave back and forth in the 
air conditioning. He set his bag with his tape recorder on the floor, then collected himself and headed toward 
the living room. If Weinrib were in there watching TV, Neil couldn't hear it. 


He poked his head around the corner, cautiously, not knowing what to expect or what kind of a mess he might 
be walking into. It was dark except for the flickering light from a black and white cowboy movie on the 
television (the volume did appear to be all the way down). He could make out the glowing light from the end of 
a cigarette as it moved back and forth. In a few moments, his eyes adjusted to the gloom in the cavernous 


space and he could see a smallish human form huddled on the couch, attached to the cigarette in question. 
"Hi there. Uh, can | turn on the light? It's really dark in here." 


Weinrib didn't answer or make any sort of sound, so Neil felt along the wall until he found the light switch. He 
flicked it on 


Weinrib grimaced and put his arm up to shield his eyes as the electric chandelier blazed to life. When he 
relaxed his shoulder and brought his arm back down, Neil could see that he had dark circles under his eyes 
and hadn't shaved in a while, probably since the last time he'd seen him. He was even paler than usual. He was 
also wearing more clothing than Neil had ever seen him wear: oversized flannel pajamas, a plushy robe, and a 
pair of corduroy bedroom slippers. He had a half-empty bottle of what looked to be vodka or gin cradled in the 
crook of his left arm. He looked over at Neil and blinked slowly behind his oversized lenses, then turned his 


attention back to the screen. 


Neil moved hesitantly into the room, taking an uneasy seat on an easy chair across the room from Weinrib. 


"Uh, hi, your, uh, ‘husband’ asked me to --" 


"Alex asked you to stay here and make sure | don't off myself," Weinrib asserted drily. He unscrewed the lid 
on the bottle, brought it to his lips, and took a deep chug. 


"Well, not in so many words, no.. He just wanted me to keep you company." 


"He's always looking out for me." He lit a new cigarette from the ember of the old one, then stubbed out the 


first in the ashtray. 
"He wanted to make sure you'd be okay while he was gone." 


Weinrib shrugged and took another drink, then brought his knees up to his chest, wrapping his arms around 
them, bottle still clutched in his hand. Neil was amazed that he didn't seem drunker, gauging the amount left in 
the bottle and the rate at which it was disappearing. 


He wasn't talking much, which was kind of off-putting considering the source. Neil considered that perhaps he 
should say something, but what really could he say? "I'm sorry that | learned about your depressing life"? 
Somehow he didn't think that would help. Maybe he could suggest a card game or something, anything to pass 
the time. 


"So you want to-—" 

"This is all my fuckin’ fault, G-Man’ 

"Pardon?" 

"All this. This is all my fuckin’ fault" He gestured vaguely with the bottle 


‘Oh, well, its not that bad, | mean, | wouldn't necessarily have gone with pink for the exterior, but as long as 


you li ke it." 


Weinrib rolled his eyes. It was the first sign of his personality peeking through the deep funk he was in. "No, 
G-Man, not the decor. That tacky stuff was here when we moved in. Don't you know all gays are natural 
interior decorators? | mean the pile of shit that Alex is buried in. It's all my fault. He wouldn't be in this 


trouble if he'd never come to save me." 


"Oh, now, I'm sure that he doesn't feel that way." Neil couldn't help thinking that he was right, but he was far 


too polite to say so. 


Weinrib shrugged a second time and took another gulp of the liquor. "Hey, G-Man, would you mind turning the 
light off? It's hurting my eyes." 


Neil switched off the light and Weinrib again lapsed back into morose silence. His face was illuminated for an 
instant in the flicker of his lighter, and Neil heard him exhale. 


"You know what the worst kind of johns are, G-Man?" It seemed to be easier for him to talk in the dark 
"No, | don't" 
"Guys who want to fuck you, but who think of themselves as straight.” 


"Why are they the worst?" Neil hoped that he wasn't doing the wrong thing, but his natural curiosity was 
piqued, and it was better than sitting in the dark, playing mute. 


"Well, the best case scenario is that you feel bored out of your skull the whole time because the guy won't 
shut up about his wife and his kids and his little ranch house out in the ‘burbs and how he never has ever 

done anything like this, and gee, you look so pretty, just like a girl he used to bang back in high school if he 

looks at you from the back and blah blah blah yuck" 


Neil chuckled despite himself. "And the worst case?" 


"Worst case is that he freaks out and takes his guilt out on you. Its all your fault, you tricked him and turned 


him gay, and so now he has an obligation to break your face." 
"Like LeFarge." 


Weinrib emitted a raspy laugh. "Louie was his own special thing. He was way beyond being just another violent 


closet case, especially when he was on angel dust. My man did good, taking him out." 


"How'd you get hooked up with a guy like that? | mean, you could have stayed home; nobody forced you to run 
away. Was home really all that bad?" 


"Home was -- Home was a lot of the rabbi telling me about how homosexuality wasn't in God's plan for the 
sons and daughters of Israel, and my mom saying it was all her fault and talking about sending me to an 
analyst if | didn't stop crying every time the mail came. It could have been worse, | guess. | ran away to go 
find Alex." Weinrib's voice sounded very far away. "| thought maybe | could rescue him, if he needed rescuing, 
that is. If he just didn't love me any more, then I'd know, and | could start my life over again or throw myself 


under a bus. | hadn't decided which." 
"You were headed to BC? You didn't make it very far" 


"No, | didn't. | took off in the middle of the night with $3 from my brother's piggy bank and the clothes on my 
back. | hitchhiked into the city, but then when | got downtown, | didn't know what to do. | was hanging around at 
a table in an all-night diner when this cute guy a few years older than me told me that he knew a place where 
| could crash for the night. He took me back to Louie, and the rest, as they say, is history." Neil heard a 
burbling sound and caught the reflection of the bottle in the light from the television. 


"Didn't your family look for you?" 


"| guess. | don't know. | know that | called home the first time | got arrested and my mom hung up on me. | 


haven't heard from her since." 
"Why didn't you just leave?" 


"At first, | was only hooking to earn money, to get to Alex, you know? But time went on, and | could never earn 


enough. You never can; the pimps take so much of it away.. After that, it was the junk" 

"Well, why'd you start on heroin?" 

"Everyone does, eventually. It helps you forget what you're doing, what you let people do to you. If you can 
kind of shut off your brain and not feel things, it's easier. You think that you're just going to use once or 
twice to get you through a rough patch, but then you can't stop." 

‘ls that why you left through the window? To get a fix?" 

"God, Alex really did tell you everything, didn't he? Sometimes he has trouble shutting up once he gets started. 
He acts tough, but inside he loves everybody. For your information, no. That's not why | left. | probably would 
have eventually, mind you, but I'm a good Boy Scout; | try to always be prepared. | had some stuff and my 
works with me." 


"So why, then? Didn't you want to see him?" 


Weinrib laughed another joyless chortle. "Are you kidding? It was all I'd dreamed of for three fucking years. It 
was all that kept me from killing myself, for Christ's sake." 


"He said you didn't seem all that happy to see him at first." 


| was working, G-Man. | didn't want to get my ass beat for wasting time when | could have been sucking dick 


No, | was ecstatic to see him. | left to save him from me." 

"Come again?" 

| was sitting there in that dingy little bathroom, belt tied around my arm, getting ready to shoot up, and | got 
to thinking. | mean, Alex had a real chance at a future at that point, you know? He had a job, and a kid, and 
who knows what all else he could have had? He didn't need a junkie whore like me dragging him down" 


"Was he even seeing his son's mother?" 


"No, but that's not the point. It proved that he could be normal. If he could do it with her, then he could do it 


with some other girl. He could get married and have a boatload of kids and a little house, probably make up 


with his family, forget all about me. So | left. What | shouldn't have done was written him that note, probably" 
"Okay, then, why'd you go back to LeFarge?" 

"Where else was | gonna go, my luxury suite at the King Edward?" 

"Yeah, but you had to know he was going to be angry" 


"| didn't know! | didn't think he'd even notice | was gone! If he did, I'd just tell him | had a late client who'd 
stiffed me on the money. Sure, he would have knocked me around, but probably not that much. I'm pretty 


sure my friend Gordy sold me out." 
"Ouch." 


"Eh, | can't blame him. It paid off to get on Louie's good side whenever you could. | probably would have done 
the same. | was stupid for telling him, but | was so fucking happy, | had to tell somebody." 


"But he had to know what Lefarge was going to do to you if he saw you again’ 


"Maybe, maybe not. | don't know. Louie was kind of unpredictable. Like | said, he liked to snort angel dust, and 
when he did, he was a monster, no doubt. Other times.. Well, he had his good days and his bad days, | guess. | 
just had the luck to catch him on a really bad day." 


Neil was at a loss for words. "I'm -- I'm sorry.’ 


Weinrib continued as if he hadn't said anything. "I really don't remember much, to tell you the truth. In the 
beginning, | was still pretty high, and later | guess | must have passed out. | remember the vise, of course, and 
| remember his eyes. They were -- | don't know. They were -- If he'd looked angry, then | would have felt 
better. But they were completely empty, and | knew that | was going to die." 


"You didn't, though." 


"No." Weinrib's voice softened with affection "No, Alex came in like my white knight and saved me. When | 
realized he was there, | thought | had died. | remember thinking ‘oh, wow, so there is a heaven after all. And 
then after that, nothing. Just -- blackness. Next thing | remember, l'm in a hospital bed minus a few parts, 


and Alex is sitting there in a chair next to me." 
"And then you detoxed." 


"Yeah, not talking to you about that, G-Man. That was the worst thing I've ever had to do. I'd rather you lop 
off a few more of my fingers, maybe take the whole hand, then go through that again’ 


"Why'd he only break three of your fingers? Why not all of em?" Neil regretted asking as soon as the words 


were out of his mouth, but Weinrib didn't seem to mind. In fact, he laughed with the first genuine amusement 


Neil had heard him express since he'd gotten there. 


"Fuck if | know, G-Man! | guess he got distracted or something. | wasn't in much of a position to ask a lot of 


questions." 
"Sorry" 


"No problem" The bottle sloshed again as he took another drink. The pair sat in silence again for a while, then 
Weinrib spoke. 


"He's not really like that, you know." 

"Who's not really like what?" 

"Alex. He's not a killer, not really.” 

"There's fifteen people who'd disagree with you. If they could, that is." 

| mean, he does kill people, but he's not a killer. He cries every single time. Even after Louie. He comes home 
and cries like a baby." There was a quiet tinkling sound as he shook the bottle. "Shit. Empty. Turn on the light, 
while | grab a refill." 

"Are you sure that's a good idea?" 

"No, but l'm gonna do it anyway." 

Neil switched on the light just in time to see Weinrib stand up and suddenly pitch forward. With reflexes honed 
at the academy in Quantico, Neil lunged and caught him by the shoulders before he could hit the carpet, then 
gently sat him up onto the sofa again. Weinrib blinked groggily, shaking his head. 

‘Sorry, there. | musta lost my balance." 

"Its okay, but | think you'd probably better just go to bed." 

"Maybe you're right." He attempted to struggle to his feet, and Neil had a mental image of his frail body 
tumbling down the stairs, ending up in a broken-necked heap at the bottom. He didn't think Živojinović would be 
very understanding were that to happen 


"Here, let me help you, all right?" 


"Why G-Man, are you trying to get me in bed?" 


"I'm trying to help you to bed, you goofy lush." Neil put his hands under Weinrib's armpits and helped him to 


stand up. "Here, put your arm around my waist. | won't let you fall.” 


The two men shuffled awkwardly through the downstairs and to the staircase. "Okay, now, hang on to the 
railing, lIl be right behind you." 


"Don't look at my ass." 
"| don't plan on it." 


Weinrib grasped the railing and slowly, miraculously, they made it to the top without incident. Neil took him by 


the arm. 

"Okay, now, which one's your room?" Weinrib indicated the room at the end of the hall with a nod of his head, 
and they weaved and swayed their way there. Neil opened the door and had to suppress a momentary surge 
of jealousy at the opulence of the king-sized four poster bed, complete with gauzy canopy. It made his own 
pressboard twin bed at home look like an Army cot. He walked Weinrib over and sat him down on the mattress, 
then took his glasses off his nose, folded them, and put them on the nightstand. 

"Okay, here you are. Have a good night" 

Weinrib lay down, curled into a fetal position, and drew the blanket over himself. "Please don't go." 

"lll just be downstairs." 

"Please, no." His hand shot out and clasped Neil's in a death grip. "Please stay with me?" 

‘Im flattered, really, but--" 

"Not like that. | just don't want to be alone. Please?" He sounded so pitiful that despite himself, Neil gave in. 
"All right, but just until you fall asleep." 

"Thanks, G-Man." Weinrib scooted over to the far side of the bed. Neil sat down on the mattress next to him, 
kicked off his shoes, rested his back against the headboard, and stretched out his legs -- very pointedly not 
under the covers. He folded his hands and listened to Weinrib breathe, waiting for the moment he could make 


his escape. Shortly, Weinrib's tense body visibly relaxed and he began to snore. 


Oh, good, now | can get out of here. But this mattress is so comfortable. Just a few minutes more, then HI go 


downstairs. He felt his eyelids grow heavy, and he drifted off to sleep. 


Chapter Thirteen 


Neil didn't know how long he had been asleep, but he awoke with a start as the lights were flipped on. His eyes 
snapped open to the sight of a red-faced Živojinović, his mouth a straight line of rage. Before he could even 
react, the angry blond was upon hin, his fists grasping Neil's polo shirt collar. 


“Take advantage of him, will you? I'll fucking show youl" Spit flew from his mouth as he shook Neil roughly. 
Just as he was about to bodily lift him from the bed, a groan came from the other side. 


"For fuck's sake, Lerxst, calm yourself. He was just keeping me company ‘cause | asked him to. | didn't fuck ‘im. 


Now pipe down and let me go back to sleep." 


Zivgjinovie's expression changed from utter ferocity to softness and love at whiplash speed He dropped Neil's 
collar and stood next to the bed, head hanging low. 


‘lm sorry, G-Man | overreacted" 
Neil caught his breath, happy for the moment not to have his life threatened. "It's okay. Dont worry about it." 
Živojinović offered his hand. "C'mon, lIl show you out" 


Weinrib stirred, and Neil had hoped that he'd be spared Zivojinovié's company, but the small, drunken man 


simply yawned and muttered "Come back soon, lover." 

Živojinović smiled and wiggled his hand again, and Neil realized he had no choice. He clasped Zivojinovie's wrist 
and allowed him to pull him up from the bed. He stood to his feet, his head buzzing slightly with the abrupt 
change in position and the remains of sleep. He followed Živojinović out the room and down the mahogany 
staircase. They stopped at the front door, and Živojinović turned toward him. 

"I'm really sorry." 


"IFs okay.” 


"No, no, really. I'm sorry, | shouldn't have blown up like that. I'm just --" He grunted and raked his fingers 
through his hair. "Shit, | just worry so much about him, you know?" 


"I know, | know.. Its okay, no problem." 
"Well, hey, let me make it up to you, eh?" 


"No, please, it's okay." 


"No, seriously. | learned some stuff tonight, and | think you need to hear about it" 

"Oh! Well, all right, uh, let me grab the recorder." 

"Aw, man, its kinda late, and | wanna get back upstairs to Geddy. Hey! You know what?" 
"What?" 


"Why don't you come over on Sunday? We'll make you dinner to say thank you, and I'll tell you everything | 


heard tonight. We'll have more time. 
"Sunday's not one of my workdays" 

"| know, not normally, but could you make an exception?" 
"Whats wrong with tomorrow? Or Saturday?" 


"Please, man? | just want some time to be with him, to help put him back together. I'm beggin’ you. As you 


saw, l'm not at my best right now either." 

Neil considered. It wasn't like the FBI was a 5-day-a-week operation. Fuck. "All right. What time?" 

Let's say, 4:30?" 

"Fine." Neil stepped over the doorway, then turned back. "Hey, is he going to be okay?" 

"Oh, yeah, he will. He'll probably start drying out tomorrow. If he doesn't, I'll give him a nudge. He goes through 
this two or three times a year." Živojinović stood still for a moment, then studied his shoes and bit his lower 
lip. "He blames himself for everything, doesn't he? He won't talk to me about it" 

Neil considered how he wanted to answer, then decided on the truth. "Yes, he does." 

Živojinović paused, then continued. "I'll tell you, he might have gotten me involved with the Manzani's, but he 
didn't make me a killer. He makes me a human being. He gives me a reason to try to be a good person every 


single day. If he hadn't made it, there wouldn't be a Manzani left alive." 


"Oh, uh, that's nice." Neil felt distinctly uncomfortable. He took a look at his watch. "Hey, wow, look at the time! 
I'd better get home. I've got to get up early." 


"Okay. See you Sunday? And, uh, can you maybe bring us that agreement about witness protection? | promise 


you, | have really good, solid stuff” 


"Yeah, see you Sunday." 


“Thanks again. | mean it. It's just been the two of us for as long as | can remember, and you were the only one 
| could trust." 


"Don't mention it. It's fine." 


“All right, good night, G-Man" 


Chapter Fourteen 


Neil wasn't looking forward to this particular dinner party. The only good thing was that it gave him an answer 


to use with his boss the next morning when he was called into the office. 

"Well, Pert, how are things going with your pet subjects? Are they still giving you good information?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Really? Because you haven't been over there in almost a week" 

Neil almost contradicted him, then remembered that the visit the night before had been completely off the 
record. Actually, the visit with Živojinović had been unrecorded as well. It had been a while since he'd turned a 
tape into the transcription office. 

"Uh, yeah, sir. I'm sorry about that. I'm, uh, new to all this, as you know." 

"Yes, Pert, and if you think its too much for you, we can turn the case over to Fitzpatrick" 

"Oh, no, sir.. | can handle this. What | was trying to say is that I've been cultivating them as a source, and l'm 
working overtime this weekend to bring in some really good, concrete information. I'm going over there Sunday 


with my recorder." 


Parks did something that Neil had never seen him do. He smiled. "Good. Good, Pert. | was getting worried about 


you for a moment, but now | see you have the stuff. Go over there and get what we're looking for.” 


Neil stood. "Thank you, sir. | appreciate your confidence in me." He turned toward the door, then stopped and 
turned back. "Sir? Their agreement? About the witness protection?" 


Parks waved dismissively at him. "Sure, sure, fine. But not yet. After we find out how useful this great 
information is, then we'll talk. Oh, and get more information from Živojinović about those so-called 'pleasure' 
killings. Let them know that | want full disclosure before we give them squat. And see if you can get them to 
stop all that ‘G-Man’ stuff, and at least make the attempt to say Zivojinovie's name. You look unprofessional" 


Neil felt a funny feeling in the pit of his stomach, but nodded anyway. "Okay, sir.. Sounds like a plan" He shut 
the door behind him and exhaled deeply. Everything was falling into place, so why was it so hard to breathe? 


Chapter Fifteen 


The next few days passed by quickly, if uneasily. Parks’ reassurance didn't sit well with him, for some reason. 
He'd been completely forthright the entire time, so why was he feeling so odd about the whole thing? It wasn't 
like Živojinović had given him anything that useful, so Parks was totally right to not jump to give him what he 


wanted. And anyway, wasn't that what negotiations were all about? 


On Sunday, he woke up hoping that he would have a sinus infection, or maybe a nice case of the shits. 
Anything, so long as he wouldn't have to go over to the Živojinović/Weinrib house. No luck, though. He felt 
totally fine, damnit. He wracked his brains for another excuse, but came up with nothing. It looked like he'd just 


have to buckle down and go. 


All those long days in law school, hoping and praying that one day he'd get to the FB academy, he never 
dreamed that he'd be getting ready to go to dinner at the home of two Mafia-associated homosexuals. His 
training hadn't prepared him for that. 


Another thing his training hadn't prepared him for was his feelings. He'd come into this situation totally on the 
side of righteousness. After all, the choice to do right or to do wrong was one that everyone had to make. 


He'd made the right one, and they'd made the wrong one. What more was there to consider? 


Much as he hated to admit it, though, over the past few days, things had changed. He thought over and over 
again about their stories. Sure, in a perfect world, he would have made different choices. But it wasn't a 
perfect world. Yes, at times they could have opted to tread the path of sweetness and light, but at what 
cost? They'd done the best they could with the options they had at the time. 


He checked his watch. It was 3:45. He sighed. Might as well get this over with Ive got to put a stop to these 
‘social engagements,’ for the sake of my sanity, if nothing else. He grabbed his keys and the tape recorder and 
headed out to his car. 


The traffic was a lot lighter on Sunday, which meant that he only had three nervous breakdowns instead of 
the usual four on the way over to their house. Toronto is a big city, too, so how come the people there know 
how to drive? he wondered. He wiped the sweat from his brow as he pulled into the long, circular driveway and 
made a mental note to get a car with air conditioning as soon as he got a raise. Maybe that day would come 


sooner than he thought, if all went well with Živojinović. He'd keep his fingers crossed. 


He rang the doorbell, and Weinrib answered. He was wearing a white short-sleeved undershirt and the tightest 
pair of jeans yet, complete with a distressing crotch bulge. He smiled languidly. 


"Oh, hey, G-Man. Is that your party polo? Ooh, and a pair of khaki shorts instead of chinos.. Showing off your 


cute li'l knees -- daring!" 


"You seem to be back to your old self. Are you feeling better?" 


Neil saw a flicker of pain cross his face, then Weinrib fixed him with a blank gaze. "I don't know what you're 


talking about. Come on in, Alex is in the basement again. | guess you can go down there, if you want. I'll show 


you." 


Neil followed Weinrib through the house, to the kitchen and down the basement stairs. The basement was large 
and finished. One side had a sort of a den area with a wet bar, a big television, and some comfy couches. The 
other side of the basement was entirely given over to a workshop, with various power tools, pieces of wood, 
and bits of what looked like defunct electronics organized neatly on the wooden shelves. Zivgjinovié was fiddling 
around with an alarm clock, the back off and the wires exposed. He looked up and beamed. 


"Oh, hey, G-Man! Glad you could make it! Take a load off, I'll be right with you." He turned his concentration 


back to the clock, squinting at the intricate inner workings. 

Weinrib started up the stairs. Živojinović looked after him. 

"Babe? You can stay down here, if you want 

"No, that's okay, l'm missing the game. The Jays are gonna go all the way this year, | can feel it" 
Neil looked at him. "You like sports?" 


"What, I'm not butch enough to care about that kind of thing? Fuck you, G-Man" He rather disconcertingly 
flipped Neil the bird with both hands, then continued up the stairs and slammed the door behind him. 


"I get the feeling he doesn't like me very much." 


"Eh, its just his way. He feels vulnerable, so he's being hostile to keep you at arm's length. He appreciates you 
looking after him the other night, though, believe me." 


"Oh, really? | got the impression he didn't remember me being here." 


"No, he remembers. He just.. doesn't like letting people in to his feelings. Well, except me. And even me, 
sometimes." He frowned and continued poking at the insides of the clock with a screwdriver. 


Unsure of what to do with himself, Neil idly looked around the immaculate workspace. At first it looked pretty 
standard, but then particular items started to stand out: a remote controlled airplane, a surveillance camera, 
the picture tube to a TV set. And on one shelf, a neatly-stacked pile of distinctive red sticks that made his 


pulse quicken 
"Uh, can | ask you a question?" 


"That's kind of the basis of our relationship, isn't it?" 


"Why do you have dynamite?" 


"Oh, that! There's an old stump in the back that | want to get rid of. Sure, | could just hire someone to dig it 
out, but its way more fun to blow it up and annoy the neighbors." 


"How big is that stump? It looks like you have enough to explode a Sherman tank!" 

"Yeah, it's definitely more than | need, but one of the explosives guys from work swiped it for me, and | didn't 
want to complain about the quantity. He's kind of a hothead, and it's not like | wanted to make him feel like | 
didn't appreciate it, you know?" 


"What's the explosives guy's name?" 


"Never mind that for now. I'll tell you all about it after dinner. Hey, speaking of, what about the witness 
protection order? Did you bring something for us to sign?" 


"Sorry. If it were up to me, I'd have it for you, but my director wants more information from you guys 
before he'll guarantee anything. If you give me some really good intelligence tonight, though, | think | can 


convince him." 


Živojinović grunted a soft sound of exasperation, then put down the clock and looked at Neil. "Shit. Okay, G-Man. 


We're trusting you not to screw us over." 
"| appreciate that, and | promise that | won't. I'm a man who lives up to his word." 


| can tell. That's why we trusted you in the first place." He stared off into space for a moment, thinking. "l 


wonder where they'll send us, you know?" 
"What do you mean?" 


"When we're in witness protection. | mean, they can't really send us to some boondocks town in the middle of 


Kansas, can they? We'd stand out, | think" 

"You could always cut your hair, cool it with the lovey-dovey stuff, tell everyone you're roommates." 
Živojinović made a face and ignored the suggestion "And they can't very well send us to a city" 

"Why not?" 

"There's really not a sizable city out there where the Manzanis don't at least have some associates. We'd be 


recognized." He looked worried and sad for a moment, then his usual pleasant expression returned. "Oh, well, I'm 


sure the FBI probably has people who get paid to figure this stuff out." 


Neil wasn't actually sure how that worked, but he thought it best to be reassuring. "Sure, a whole 


department" 


Živojinović seemed relieved. "That's great! | like it when things aren't my problem." He grinned. "So, if we want 


to eat sometime today | guess we should go upstairs so that | can get started on dinner." 

"What, your loverboy can't cook?" 

Živojinović snorted. "Geddy? God, no, don't let him near the kitchen unless you're already on the phone with the 
fire department. I've seen him overcook oatmeal and undercook tossed salads. Nope, he cleans and | cook, that's 


our deal." 


Neil followed Živojinović up to the first floor of the house. Živojinović started pulling things out of the 
refrigerator, setting various containers down on the kitchen counter. 


"You don't have to sit here with me, G-Man. You can go watch the game with Geddy if you want." 


As if by cue, a voice issued from the nearby living room. "Oh, for fuck's sake, Ump! What the living fuckety- 
fuck?" 


Neil grimaced at the yelling, then snickered. "No, | think I'm safer in here with you." 


"Good call, G-Man. It doesn’t sound like the calls are going the Jays' way." He peeked into a sealed Tupperware 


bowl and gave a satisfied smile. "Steak okay? You're not a vegetarian, are you?" 

"Oh, hell no." 

"Good man. Okay, steak on the grill it is" He turned his head toward the living room. "Hey, Babe? The G-Man 
and | are going to the patio, okay?" There was no reply. Živojinović shrugged and grinned. "I take that as a yes. 


Okay, grab those potatoes and follow me." 


Neil grabbed the plate and tailed Živojinović through the sliding glass doors. He set them down on the patio 


table and took a seat across from the large charcoal grill that Živojinović was lighting. 
"So where would you go?" 
"Hmm?" asked Živojinović, absorbed for the moment with stacking and lighting the briquettes. 


"Where would you go, if you had a choice, | mean? It doesn’t sound like you'd feel safe in the city or the 


country, so where would you go?" 


"Honestly?" 


"Sure." 


"What I'd love to do is go get a big sailboat. Ged and | could sail it to wherever we wanted If we got bored 


with one place, we'd go somewhere else. It'd be hard to find us out on the open ocean, too." 
"Do you even know how to sail?" 


"Once or twice | helped crew on a friend's dad's boat on Lake Ontario when | was a kid. It didn't seem all that 


hard." 


"There's a big difference between helping out on a boat on the lake and managing a big boat on the ocean, you 


know. And how would you afford it? What would you do for money?" 

"You worry a lot, don'cha, G-Man? You're like my Ged. He always has to know what he's going to do next. He 
has a plan inside of a plan for every possible situation. It was his idea to talk to you guys in the first place." 
He put the foil-wrapped potatoes directly onto the glowing coals. "You may be right about the boat. | dunno. It 
doesn't matter anyhow, we'll go wherever your boss-man thinks we should go. Honestly, | don't care as long as 
Geddy goes with me." He poked at the embers for a moment. "You married, G-Man?" 


"Nope." 


"Aw, that's too bad. There's nothing like it, for real. That feeling of security, knowing that the person you love 


is gonna be at home waiting for you.. You can't beat it.” 

"You know that you're not really married, don't you?" 

"The hell we're not! Sure, we might not have some official certificate that says we're married, but we are, in 
every way that really counts." The screen door opened and a dejected-looking Weinrib stepped out onto the 
patio. He flung himself into an empty chair with a sigh and lit a cigarette. 

"Why so glum, Babe? The Jays lose?" 

"Ugh, did they ever. That team makes me embarrassed to be Canadian sometimes." 

Živojinović chuckled. "Well, don't worry, they'll get ‘em sooner or later. Say, G-Man, you're Canadian too, right?" 
"Yep, born and raised." 


"Whereabouts?" 


"St. Catherines." 


‘Oh, another Ontario boy, cool! What made you move to the States? We didn't have much of a choice, 


ourselves." 


"Looking for something more exciting than | had at home, | guess. Something more exciting than working with 


my dad at a tractor store, anyway." 

"I hear you there! | think | would have liked a different kind of excitement than the kind we've had, though." He 
sat down at the table and patted Weinrib's knee, smiling fondly. "Oh, well, pretty soon we'll be able to call our 
own shots and not look over our shoulders all the time." 

Weinrib rolled his eyes. "Yeah, whatever. I'll believe that when | see it." 

"Don't worry, Babe, the G-Man has assured me that everything is going to be all right” 

"Wow, he's a fortune teller now, too?" 

"Please, Ged. He's our guest. And | trust him, don't you?" 

Weinrib made a noncommittal gesture. "| guess so." 

Živojinović beamed. "That's my man! All right, | think it's time to put on the meat!" 

Dinner on the patio passed pleasantly enough. Neil was surprised at Zivojinovie's skill in the kitchen. The steak 
was tender and flavorful, and the coal-baked potatoes had a crispy skin. There was a tossed salad on the side, 
with ripe red tomatoes and creamy avocados mixed in. Afterward, they ate fresh strawberries and had coffee 
and brandy, then Weinrib cleared the table and went into the house. Neil almost hated to break the congenial 
atmosphere and get down to business, but he knew that he must. 

"So, uh, that was delicious, but do you mind if we get started soon?" 

Živojinović took a long drag on his cigarette, then exhaled slowly. "Okay, G-Man, all play and no work doesn't get 
us new lives in Nebraska, | suppose. Let's go inside. We can help Ged get the kitchen squared away, then we can 


get started." 


When they got into the kitchen, Weinrib was just finishing putting the plates into the large, state-of-the-art 
dishwasher. Živojinović tried to tidy up, but Weinrib slapped him with the dishtowel. 


"Get out of here, Lerxst. You're not doing it right, and itll take me twice as long to re-do everything after you 


do it wrong. Sit down and let me finish. Il only be a minute if you let me be." 


Živojinović chuckled fondly and sat down at the kitchen table, indicating that Neil should sit, too. "The king has 


spoken, G-Man. Let's cool our heels. You can get your recorder set up, | guess...” 


Chapter Sixteen 


It was, in fact, only a few moments before they were joined by Weinrib. Neil waited until they were settled, 
then cleared his throat and turned on the tape recorder. 


"This is Special Agent Neil Peart, interviewing subjects Aleksandar Z -- Zuhvinovich and Geddy Weinrib 
pursuant to case number 145382112." 


"He's doing it again, Lerxst." 

"| know, Ged, | know. I'm kind of worried he has some sort of fixation or other mental defect." 

"That would explain the polo shirts." 

Neil tapped his fingers on the table and waited patiently. Now that he knew what to expect, their comedy 
routine wasn't quite as irritating as it had been at first. After he was sure they were done amusing 


themselves, he continued. 


“Aleksandar Z, you mentioned that you had new information pertaining to the criminal activities of the Manzani 


organized crime family. Please elaborate." 


"Ugh, do you have to call me ‘Aleksandar Z:? | feel like I'm back in kindergarten or something. Okay, yeah, so 
the other night | was out at a meeting with the big boss --" 


"And by the ‘big boss' you mean?" 

"Dominic Manzani. They were discussing an upcoming armored car job, and l'm supposed to go along as muscle." 
"Who else was present at this meeting?" 

"Well, let's see. There was Sally Donuts, Jimmy the Fuse, and Little Eddie." 

"And the proper names of those individuals are.." 

"Hmm.. Uh, okay, Sally Donuts, that's Salvatore Donetti, he's kind of like in charge of the whole caper, and then 
Jimmy the Fuse is Jimmy Tomasina, he's the explosives dude | was telling you about earlier, and Little Eddie is 
Eddie Washington. He's the driver that goes around with Geddy's friend." 


"Used to, Lerxst. They broke up." 


‘Oh, really? That's too bad. They were cute together.” 


"Not so much. He started slapping her around, so she ended it" 
"Good for her." 


Neil made a note in his notebook, then continued. "Can you give me more details? Like when, where, what kind 


of armored car, that kind of thing?" 


"Yeah, sure. It's a Brinks truck down at a diamond wholesaler's out in the Valley. We won't know the exact 


location until closer to the job, maybe not even until the night of. Sorry | can't be more specific." 

"All right, and when?" 

"Friday." 

"As in this week?" 

"As in. They don't tell us too much ahead of time. It's like they don't trust us or something." 

Neil sat back in his chair and tried to control his breathing. A real-live armored car robbery. This week, no 
less! All this mess would be coming to an end soon, and then he'd get the recognition he deserved. Oh, and 


Živojinović and Weinrib would be out of his hair and stashed somewhere safe. 


He was shaken out of his reverie by Weinrib's sardonic voice: "Would you like to be alone, G-Man? This seems 


to have gotten you all hot and bothered." 


Neil shook his head. "Sorry, | was just.. Off in the ether, | guess. So, can you go into more detail as to the 


exact roles everyone is to play in this enterprise?" 

"Didn't | already do that?" 

"With more detail, if you don't mind” 

"Urgh, okay. Well, Sally Donuts is in charge of the caper, like | said” 
"And that means?" 


"Oh, you know, he planned the job, and he's the one who's responsible for making sure everybody knows 
everything they're supposed to know." 


"All right, the driver, that's pretty self-explanatory. You said you'd be the muscle?" 


"Yeah" Živojinović played with a crumb on the table. "You know, G-Man, | don't necessarily want to do that. If 
you could put us into the protection program before Friday, then | wouldn't have to hurt anybody.” 


"lIl see what | can do. | can't make any promises. At the very least, we'll probably stage the raid so that we 
get you guys picked up before the job goes down" 


"But won't that mean that Alex will have to go to jail?" Weinrib grasped Zivojinović's hand tightly. 

"If he does, it won't be for long; just long enough to make everything look less suspicious. We don't want the 
Manzanis to catch onto anything until you two are safely out of the city. Trust me, we know what we're doing, 
We do this kind of thing all the time." Neil wondered if they could tell he was pulling all of it out of his ass. It 
was probably how it worked, anyway. 


"Yeah, Ged, please don't worry too much. I'm sure that it's all under control." Živojinović tucked Weinrib's hair 


behind his large ear, then gave him a kiss on the cheek. Weinrib still looked dubious, but said nothing further. 


Grateful for Živojinović's intervention, Neil continued. "So that's Donetti, Washington, and yourself. What about 


Tomasina? What's a demolitions expert doing on an armored car robbery?" 


"He's just there in case we can't get into the truck If the guard resists, it's easier to just take him out and 


blow the doors off, then get the fuck out of there. Like | said, I'd rather not be there for it, if | could help it." 
"Noted. Do you have any idea what time this is all supposed to go down?" 

"Uhhh, Friday?" 

"Yes, but when? What time of the day?" 

‘Oh! Well, | guess the shop closes up at IO pm, so the truck is going to be picking up the inventory and the 
cash shortly after. We're gonna wait until the owner's gone and the truck is loaded, then hit it. The plan is to 
be in and out by midnight" 

"All right. You can't give me any more details?" 


"No, sorry. I'll know more as the week goes on" 


"Okay, call me as soon as you know more." He took a napkin from the dispenser on the table and scrawled his 
number on it. "Here's my home number. Call me whenever you hear anything, even if its in the middle of the 


night. Do not hesitate." 
"Sounds good, G-Man! Now, if we're done, who's up for some Slivovitz to celebrate?" 
Weinrib made a face. "Ugh, that poison? Count me out" 


‘Suit yourself, it's good" 


They started to get up from the table. Neil cleared his throat. "Um, actually, there is one more thing." Both 


men lowered themselves back down to their chairs and looked at him expectantly. 

Neil continued, hesitantly: "Aleksandr Zuhhh.. Zivivi.., uh, Z, you mentioned that apart from the 13 individuals 
you've murdered at the behest of the Manzani family, there were two others that you consider yourself to 
have killed for ‘pleasure,’ as you put it. May | take it that one of these killings was the murder of one Louis 
LeFarge?" 

"Yes." Zivojinovié's voice was barely louder than a whisper, and his cheeks burned red. 

"And you killed him because of the way he mistreated your companion, Mr. Weinrib?" 

"Tortured him, you mean, Yes." 

"We need to know about the other one, Mr, Mr. Zipizivozitch. Name and circumstances." 

Seriously? Believe me, it wasn't any loss to the world when he died." 


"l'm afraid | do need to know, yes, Mr. Zivzinovitch." 


Živojinović looked over at Weinrib. "Maybe you should get out of here, Babe. You don't need to hear about this. 


| don't want you to think less of me." 
"No. | want to know." 


Živojinović inhaled a deep breath. "There was this guy, Jackie Divine was his stage name, Jackie the Joker. His 
real name | think was DiVincenzo. Anyway, he was a made man, but he really wanted to be a comedian. He 


thought he was hilarious. He was about as funny as a head wound." 
"So you killed him for not being funny?" 


"Not exactly, no. We'd just gotten into town the month before, and | was at a gathering of my associates at 
this nightclub downtown. We were the only ones there; it was after hours. Anyhow, we're all standing around 
knocking back a few drinks, and Jackie starts goofing around making jokes about Michelina Manzani's marinara 
sauce, Dominic singing backup for Sinatra, that kind of thing. Harmless. And then, then he singles me out. First 
he calls me a big dumb Polack, I'm Serbian, but | don't give a shit. Then he starts in on me for being gay, lame 
stuff like I'm the only muscle he's ever seen that wears a tutu in his spare time. That's getting a little old, 


but | would have let it go, but he has to push it too far." 
"How did he do that?" 


Zivgjinovié shifted a little in his seat and gave Weinrib the side-eye. "He started picking on Ged, talking lots of 


shit about what he had to do to survive. That was bad enough, but then he had to joke around about what 
happened. He said ‘| hear that Louie Fingers had quite a discount plan going. | know at least one of his hustlers, 
he gave you a hand job, it was always 30% off." 


Neil swallowed and looked over at Weinrib, who was staring fixedly at the kitchen clock, two bright spots of red 
shining in his cheeks. "And, uh, and then what?" 


"And then | stopped him making jokes, forever." 


Without tearing his gaze away from the wall, Weinrib spoke, hoarsely. "You really didn't have to do that on my 


account, Alex." 

Živojinović grasped the back of Weinrib's head and turned it toward him, then pressed his forehead to that of 
his lover. "I didn't, Baby, | did it for us. | couldn't let someone disrespect you -- us! -- like that. Not when we 
were so new in town. | just did it to protect us, | swear. People get the idea they can just disrespect you, 
you're not long for this world. | told you, I'll always do whatever | have to do to make sure we're safe." 

They sat like that for a tense moment, then Weinrib nodded. "I believe you, Lerxst 

"Thanks, Baby, | love you." 


Neil figured it was time for him to interrupt, before they forgot he was there and started in with some post- 
revelatory making out. "Ahem, well, thank you, | think that'll be enough for today." 


Živojinović turned away from Weinrib, eyes shining, seemingly blinking away tears. "Hey, great, G-Man! Let's 
have some of that Slivovitz now, hey? | could use a drink" 


"Uh, Slivovitz? Im not sure." 

"Hts Serbian rocket fuel," observed Weinrib drily. 

"Oh, come on, Ged, its not that bad. Is a plum brandy, that's all. Its good!" 
"Oh, well, | suppose one wouldn't hurt 

"That's the spirit! Ged, you sure you dont want one?" 

"Oh, Christ, if the Fed's having one, | suppose | might as well, too." 

‘Cool! Ill be right back!" 


Živojinović dashed from the room and came back with a bottle shaped like a thick disc and three shot glasses. 


He set them down, and with some ceremony, poured out three shots. He grabbed one and handed one to Neil 


and one to Weinrib, and made a bottoms-up gesture. 


Neil waited until the other two downed their shots, and then sniffed his. The smell was sweet and just a tiny 
bit nostril-singeing. Here goes, he thought, and tipped it into his mouth. 


My God, ve been poisoned! It felt like fire was going down his throat. He made an attempt to swallow, but his 
throat rebelled and he started to cough. About half of it went down into his esophagus, and the other half 
threatened to go up his nose, and the world swam as his eyes watered. He started to cough as the evil liquid 


burned his sinuses, and through his misery he could make out the sounds of Weinrib and Živojinović laughing. 


He recovered sufficiently to stand up, and through his tears, he saw the two men clutching each other, still 
chortling. 


"Hoo hoo hoo, G-Man, you should see your face!" If Živojinović had been red before, now he was scarlet. 
"What the hell was that stuff?" Neil thought his voice sounded like it had been scalded. 

| warned you, but did you listen? Nooo." Weinrib put his fists on his narrow hips in an |-told~you-so gesture. 
‘It's just a plum brandy like | said) Maybe it's an acquired taste." 

"Well, remind me not to acquire it” 

Živojinović clapped him on the back. "You're all right, you know that, G-Man?" 

"Hey, could you can it with the G-Man stuff? Call me Agent Peart" 

"Agent What?" Weinrib inclined his ear toward Neil. 

"Peart" 

"You heard the man, Ged. His name is Agent Pratt" 

"Agent Pratt! Weinrib shrieked, delightedly. 

‘It's Peart" 

"Yeah, whatever you say, Pratt" Živojinović was grinning from ear to ear. 


Sensing that resistance would be futile, Neil grumbled and gathered up his recording equipment. Just when / was 
beginning to like these guys. 


Chapter Seventeen 


Author's Notes: 
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Suspense, don\' \‘cha know! 


It was Thursday, and Neil still hadn't heard back from Živojinović or Weinrib. He tried to play it cool, but by 
Tuesday afternoon he'd broken and dialed them up. No answer. He paced the floor so many times that he 


swore he'd have to replace his rug if everything went on much longer. 


He was just getting ready to go to bed and looking forward to another evening of uneasy sleep when the phone 
rang and his heart jumped in his chest. He ran to it and picked up the handset. 


"H-Hello?" 

"G-Man! Oh, wait, you dont want me to call you that. Let me try again. Good evening, Special Agent Pratt, and 
how do you fare thyself or something?" Zivojinović's mock pomposity tickled Neil's funny bone, and he couldn't 
help smiling to himself. 

‘I'm fine, thank you for asking, Mr. Zivi." 

"Please, you're killing me. Can't you just call me Alex? You're never going to say it right, like | said" 

‘I'm afraid that wouldn't be terribly professional” 

"C'mon, just for now? | mean, you're not recording or anything, who's going to know?" 

Neil sighed. "All right, fine. But not when we're on the record" 

"That's great, Neill" 

"Please don't call me that" 

"Why not? You're calling me Alex." 

"Id just rather you didn't" 

"Fine, Pratt" Zivojinovie's voice had grown sulky. 


"Did you have a reason for calling?" 


"Oh, yeah, | guess so. | found out that the job is going to go down at Rabinowitz’ Jewelers and Wholesale, just 
outside of Hidden Hills." 


Neil scrambled for a pen and paper and scrawled down the information. "Okay, thanks.. Alex." 
"Well, now that I've done that for you, how about you doing something for me?" 
"The Witness Protection Program order." 


"You're a mind reader. Geddy's getting very antsy at the proposition of me having to go up the river for a 
while." 


"Don't worry, I'll meet with Deputy Director Parks tomorrow morning, and I'll pin him down on more details." 
"That's cutting it a little close, don't you think?" 

"Well, you're cutting it a little close with the details." 

"| do what | can, Pratt, | do what | can" Živojinović hung up, and afterward there was another click. That's odd, / 


don't remember it ever doing that before. Must be time for a new phone. Neil pushed thoughts of the hassle of 
fighting Ma Bell for a new telephone out of his head and lay down to sleep. 


Chapter Eighteen 


Neil woke at 5, energized. He danced around his apartment as he got dressed. For the first time in a long time, 
he couldn't wait to get to work. Everything was really coming together. He'd gotten the final piece of the puzzle 
out of Živojinović, and Parks was bound to be pleased. He was scheduled to go along on the raid, too, something 
that he'd never done. Adrenaline was already tingling along his spine. Oh, and he could finally come through for 
Živojinović and Weinrib. Sure, they were criminals, and Neil would never forget that, but they'd kept up their 
end of the deal and deserved to be protected. 

He sat and tapped his foot impatiently until eight am, then rose and hurried out to his car. Even the smog and 
the maniacs on the freeway couldn't blacken his mood. He'd be sure to send the newspaper clippings about the 
raid to his parents. It might make his mom worry, but at least they would know that their son was doing 


something with his life. 


He whistled as he parked his car and rode the stinky elevator up to his floor, then swaggered across the 


wakening office to Jeannine's desk. 

"Good morning, Jeannine. You're looking lovely today!" 

She scowled in a most unlovely way. "Do | know you?" 

"Sure, it's Agent Peart, here to speak to Deputy Director Parks." 

"He's in meetings all morning. Come back at noon" 

"Tell him who it is, he'll make time." 

"He left orders that no one is to disturb him." 

"Please, buzz him. He'll want to know what | have to tell him. It's urgent." 

She gave him a death glare, then picked up her phone and dialed a few numbers. 


"I'm sorry to interrupt, sir, but there's an agent out here who insists on seeing you." She paused, then nodded. 
She covered the mouthpiece and looked at Neil. "What did you say your name was?" 


“Agent Peart." 


She smiled an evil smile, then took her hand off the mouthpiece. "Yes, sir, that's him." She listened for a 
moment. "Yes, sir, I'll tell him.” Smirking, she replaced the handset on the cradle. 


"Deputy Director Parks said that he'll see you--" Neil started for the door, and Jeannine held up a discouraging 


palm. "He said that he'll see you.. at noon, when he's done with his meetings. He told me to Tell you To ‘cool 
your heels’ until then" 


“But... But." Unbelieving, Neil took another step forward, then cracked the door open. "Sir, 'm sorry to interrupt 
you, but." Silence. Grimacing, he inched the door open another inch. He could see into the office now, and could 


see that it was empty. 


Jeannine was fairly beaming. "Deputy Director Parks is in meetings all morning. In the conference room. Now 


why don't you act like a good boy and take your seat?" 


Feeling like a naughty first-grader, Neil slunk back to his desk and sat down. He was just grateful that Jeannine 
couldn't see him from her desk. He groaned and bonked his forehead off his desktop. 


‘Somethin’ wrong?" He slowly opened his eyes and turned his head to see the florid, shiny face of Agent 


Mitchell looming over him. He sat up. 


"Tell me, Mitchell, what does it mean when the Deputy Director refuses to see you, even though you have 


really important, time-sensitive information? Hypothetically of course." 


Mitchell chuckled and chewed on his toothpick. "Nothin’ good, Pardner, nothin’ good." He clapped Neil on the 
shoulder and returned to his desk, chortling all the way. 


Well. That just makes my day, Neil thought gloomily. He opened his desk drawer, but the inked penises held no 
interest for him today. He pulled the file out of the drawer and began paging through it. / really should write up 
an addendum fo the notes, to cover the stuff that | did when I didn’t have my recorder. 

He sighed, pulled a piece of paper out of his desk, and inserted it into his typewriter, then proceeded to stare 


at the blank page. Fuck. This isn't happening right now. He rubbed his eyes. There was just no way he was going 
to get anything done. He swiveled around in his desk chair. 


"Hey, Mitchell?" 

"Yeah?" 

"|. need to, uh, run an errand. If anyone's looking for me, Ill be back before noon’ 

"Suit yourself" Mitchell lifted one cheek off of his chair and farted. 

"Thanks. 

Neil went to the ladder and pressed the button for the ground floor. The doors briefly opened at the third 


floor, where the conference room was located. Through the large windows, Neil could see the back of a buzz- 


cut hairdo that looked suspiciously like Fitzpatrick. What the fucking hell is going on? Neil realized he wouldn't be 


able to even begin to find out until noon, but as Mitchell said, it didn't seem to be anything good. 


He didn't have a destination when he left the building, so he just let his feet wander. He traveled down the 
sidewalk in a daze until he found himself in a coffee shop. The waitress behind the counter told him to take 
any seat he'd like, so he eased himself into a booth. She came over, and he ordered a cup of coffee and a slice 


of pie, more as rent on the table than out of any sort of hunger. 


The coffee and pie came, and Neil sampled both. The "coffee" seemed to be 10% dishwater, and the pie was a 
flaccid, greasy, flavorless mess, but both were better than being at the office. What the hell was going on? 
The raid was tonight, what could be more important than his information? He bought a copy of the paper and 


tried to concentrate on the crossword puzzle until it was time to slouch back for his meeting with Parks. 


The streets were burning and the glare hurt his eyes as he went back to headquarters. Goddamn LA, he 
thought. If everything went well and he got a promotion, he'd request a transfer somewhere less... shiny. 
Somewhere where people were who they were, instead of pretending to be something else. Hell, even if he 
didn't get a promotion, maybe he'd try to get a transfer. Muncie, Pocatello, even Des Moines was looking pretty 
good. 


No matter how slowly he shuffled down the sidewalk, eventually his feet brought him back to headquarters. He 
paused a moment and looked up at the facade. It was hard for him to even remember why he'd wanted to 
work there so badly. But he was no quitter. He was going to stick this out no matter what. He took a deep 
breath, and, eyes determinedly forward, strode through the lobby to the elevator and rode up to his floor. 


As he returned to his desk, his eyes fell upon a shocking-pink slip resting on his blotter. He picked it up and 
eyed it warily. "MY OFFICE, NOW -- Parks," the slip read. Neil heaved what had to be his hundredth sigh of the 
day and ran his fingers through his hair. 


"You in the shit now, Pardner. Parks is hoppin' mad." Mitchell leaned far back in his chair and picked his teeth. 


"Yeah, thanks, Mitchell. | couldn't have worked that out myself" Neil wheeled around on his heel and walked to 
Parks’ office. He didn't even pause to look at Jeannine, instead choosing to swerve around her desk and fling 


open the door unannounced. 

He felt a churning sense of deja vu as he looked around the office. Andrews, Baker, and Fitzpatrick all sat in a 
semicircle around Parks‘ desk, and the big man himself sat in his chair behind his desk This time, though, 
Parks was glaring at him over his half-moon spectacles, an angry scowl on his face. 

"Pert. Get your ass in here and close the door.” 


Neil did as he was told and turned to face Parks. "Sir, | --" 


"Agent Pert, do you think that the Federal Bureau of Investigations of the United States of America is your 


personal social club?" 


"No, Sir, of course not." 


"Well, then, what makes you think you can come and go as you please in the middle of a critical point of a very 


important investigation?" 
"Sir, | didn't, |--" 


"Did you or did you not leave the office without permission at IO am. to take care of personal business and 
not return for two hours?" 


"Yes, Sir, but l.. | just wanted to get my thoughts together.” 


"Think on your own time, Pert. The United States government is not paying you for that. | don't know how you 
do things up there in Canada, but down here there's a war going on -- a war between right and wrong. And a 


war requires discipline. Do you have discipline, Pert?" 
Neil felt his face grow hot as he blushed. "Yes, Sir. I'm sorry, Sir. | shouldn't have left" 


Parks glared for a moment more, then his shoulders relaxed and he sat back in his chair. "Good. It sounds like 
we're on the same page. Take a seat, Pert." Neil tried to make his 6'4" frame as small as he could as he sat in 


the single empty chair left in front of the desk 


Parks cleared his throat and opened a dossier that sat on the desktop. "So, Pert, this morning | met with the 
senior staff" Parks glanced around the room at the other agents, "regarding tonight's operation" 


"Sir, yes, that's what | wanted to talk to you about this morning. | have information from Živojinović regarding 


the exact location of the raid tonight." 


"Yes, uh," Parks flipped through some pages in the dossier, "Rabinowitz Jewelers and Wholesale. In Calabasas, 


just outside the city line of Hidden Hills." 
Neil tried but failed to disguise his shock. "Sir? How did you --" 


"Živojinović isn't our only source inside of the Manzani organization, Pert. As | believe | intimated to you earlier, 
he's rather a small fish inside rather a large pond. So, yes, we know where the armored car robbery is going 

to happen" Parks scratched his head and pushed his glasses up higher on his nose. "As | was saying, the senior 
staff and | were planning tonight's operation After much debate, we decided that you should be included in the 


raid. Congratulations." 


"Thank you, Sir." After much debate? What the hell? And whats this "small fish" garbage? | thought this was 
supposedly a major operation He couldn't force himself to look grateful, but he did arrange his features into 
what he hoped was a neutral expression and leaned forward in a listening pose. 


"The rest of the team will be comprised of Andrews, Baker, and Fitzpatrick, of course, with backup from the 
Calabasas P.D" 


"Yep, gotta let the local yokels have their piece," quipped Fitzpatrick. The other agents chuckled in a self- 


satisfied manner. 
"We'll assemble here at 2030 for a final briefing. We'll be in place by 2200 hours, and when Donetti, 
Washington, Tomasina, and Živojinović come in for the score, we'll scoop ‘em up and bring ‘em downtown, and we 


should all be at home in our beds by 0200. | think that's all for now." 


Thats it? Thats all the ‘plan" there is? The agents stood and started to file out of the office as Neil realized 
that something had been left out. 


"Sir? Sir? What about the witness protection agreement for Živojinović and Weinrib?" 
Parks closed the dossier and looked up at Neil. "Oh, there isn't going to be one." 
"Sir? l-I made assurances --" 


Parks‘ mouth an exasperated grimace. "Yes, well, I'm afraid they haven't given us enough to warrant any 


special treatment" 

"The armored car job --" 

"Is something we could have found out about from our other operatives. No. | suppose that if Živojinović was 
willing to work for us some more, wear a wire, we could maybe work something out. Otherwise, it's hard time 
for him, no negotiations." 

"Sir, they did everything we asked." 

"Pert, do you understand the kind of animals you're working with?" 

"Sir? | know they're criminals, but--" 

"No, they're not just criminals, they're animals. That last bit Živojinović confessed to you, about DiVincenzo? 
When they found him, he was beaten to death, and as a finishing touch, he was missing his penis and testicles. 
They found them in his throat. We have pictures, if you'd like to see them.’ 


Neil felt himself go pale. "No, Sir, thats not necessary." 


"And all that because he told Živojinović that his little boyfriend was a cheap whore. Which is the truth." 


Neil didn't have an answer for that -- Parks was right, he couldn't allow himself to forget what Zivojinovié 
really was. He'd murdered fifteen people, seemingly without batting an eyelash. Still, though, he could at least 
see why they felt like they had to do what they'd done, and besides, a promise was a promise. "Sir? Živojinović 
is going to want his agreement before the job tonight. He won't take it well." 

"Well, he's going to have to. What's he going to do, back out of the job? He does that and we come in and 
snatch everybody up, and he and his paramour are as good as dead. Give him a call and let him know his 
options. He wears a wire for us, and for a good long time, too, or he gets sent up the river just like all of his 
pals." 

"No disrespect, Sir, but that doesn't seem fair." 

"Fair? No, | suppose it isn't. Ask Jackie Divine how fair it was when Živojinović was beating him into a paste, 
though. Ask LeFarge how fair it was when Živojinović killed him. Ask any of the people he killed. Life's not fair, 
Pert, and sometimes we have to tell a few creative stories to get the bad guys where we want them. Besides, 
where would we put them? Do you want them moving in next to your grandmother and pop-pop?" 

"Pop-pop? | --" 

"Do you have a problem doing your job, Agent Pert?" 

"Um, no. No, Sir, | don't. I'll call him later this afternoon" 

"No, Pert. Call him now." 

"Yes, Sir." 


Head drooping off his shoulders, Neil returned to his seat. He turned to speak to Mitchell, hoping for any 
distraction that might allow him to put off the phone call. No luck, Mitchell wasn't at his desk Maybe there'll 
be a gas leak and they'll have to evacuate the building He sat for a moment, but no alarm was raised. Maybe HI 
have a heart attack and die. More waiting. Nope, no luck 


Sighing, he picked up the phone and dialed Zivojinovie's number. Over the past few days, he'd actually 
memorized the digits. Well, maybe they won't answer. His heart dropped when Živojinović picked up the phone. 


"Hello?" 
"Hello, Mr., uh..." 
"Pratt! How the hell are you? | thought you were calling me Alex!" 


"'d, um, rather not." 


"Oh, | got it, official stuff. Oh, hey, the witness protection order? Awesome!" The sound became muffled as 
Živojinović apparently put his palm over the mouthpiece. "Hey, Babe? Go pick up the extension.. H's Pratt! Yeah, 
| think its good news!" 


"That's not necessary, Mr.--" 


"No, no, | want him to hear this! We've wanted out of this mess for, oh, just about as long as we've been in 


it." 
"Well, but --" 


Neil heard a scratching noise, and then Weinrib's voice came on the line. "Hey, Pratt. You actually came 


through, huh? | guess Alex's stupid optimism was on target this time." 

"See, Ged, | told you. So where are we going, Pratt? Somewhere warm, | hope. California has spoiled us!" 
"Speak for yourself, | love winter." 

"Yeah, but you can't go skinny-dipping in a blizzard." 

"True, but--" 

“There isn't any order," Neil blurted. 


There was dead silence. After about a thousand awkward years passed, Zivojinovie's voice came back on the 


line. "Excuse me?" 


"| knew it! | knew he was stringing us along! Shit" Weinrib's voice was stretched tight and shaking, as if he was 


barely holding it together. 


"Now, don't get upset. My boss has promised me that if you'll continue to help us, and if you'll wear a wire, 
there'll be an offer forthcoming.’ 


Živojinović laughed drily. "Oh, sure. Guys who wear wires have the life expectancy of fruit flies in the Manzoni 
family. | can give you a list of like IO guys who have worked with you or with the LAPD, and they're all in little 
tiny pieces now. They just know." 

"| can assure you we'd protect you." 


Weinrib scoffed. "Oh, and why should we believe you now? You ‘assured! us we'd be getting out of this shit!" 


"I know, and I'm -- You have my deepest apologies. If it were up to me, there'd be no problem, but my boss.” 


"Sure, blame your boss! You're a dirty goddamn liar!" Weinrib's voice had risen in pitch and volume, and it 


sounded as though he might be hyperventilating. 
"| didn't mean to mislead you, really.. I'll do the best | can to help you when we take you in tonight..." 
"Take Alex in? No, nobody's taking anybody in! We'll run first!" 


Neil was starting to get a major headache. "Don't -- Don't do that. If you run, the Manzanis are going to know 
you talked. They'll find you. If he's in custody, we can protect him, at least. If you love him, you wont run" 


Živojinović broke in, pleadingly. "Please don't worry, Ged. We'll figure something out, | promise. Everything's 
gonna be okay." There was a sound on the line that sounded like a muffled sob. "I gotta go take care of my 


husband," Živojinović growled. There was a click, and the line went dead. 


Neil put his head in his hands. He felt a prickling behind his eyes. God, Ive got fo get some rest. He'd let them 
down. Sure, they were on the wrong side of the law, and Parks was right, he didn't want them living next to his 
grandparents, or his parents, or himself, for that matter. But that didn't mean that they deserved to be lied 


to and hung out to dry. Now that he thought about it, he'd been lied to as well. Parks had forced him to string 
Živojinović and Weinrib along. The tractor store was looking pretty good right now. 


He jumped when he heard Baker's voice behind him. "Chin up, Pert. We're getting the bad guys, that's all that 


matters." 


He swiveled around in his chair. "Doesn't it bother you, though? They worked with us, and we're just throwing 


them to the sharks. Yeah, they're the bad guys, but aren't we supposed to be the good guys?" 

"Can't make an omelette without breaking a few eggs, like they say. You probably just have first-raid jitters. 
You'll feel better tonight, | promise. You're a good agent, and you'll get a real rush out of putting those guys 
behind bars where they belong.’ 

"Yeah, maybe, | don't know." 


"Just you wait until tonight. You'll see. You'll love it" He patted Neil on the shoulder and walked off, presumably 
toward his desk 


Chapter Nineteen 


The rest of the afternoon passed by in a blur. Parks rang his desk phone around two and told him to go home 


early, to rest up for the operation Neil mumbled a thanks and drove home in a morose daze. 


How had things come to this? This morning he had felt like he was on the verge of his greatest triumph, and 
now everything was falling apart around his ears. He'd never expected that he'd feel so, well, sad about sending 
a criminal to jail, but the whole thing was just so sordid. He'd always prided himself on telling the truth no 


matter what. Now he'd been tricked into going back on his word. It was sickening. 


He unlocked the door to his tiny apartment. He stood inside the living room and stared off into space like a 


blind man. After a short while, he shook his head and came back to Earth. 


He walked into the kitchen and put his briefcase on the table. He opened the refrigerator door and gazed 
dumbly at the leftovers inside, then shut the door again. He left the kitchen and went into his bedroom. 
Suddenly he felt incredibly weary, so he loosened his tie and lay down on the bed. He expected to have trouble 
sleeping, but soon his eyelids drifted shut, and when he opened them again he had just enough time to go to 
the bathroom, wash his face, and get back down to headquarters. 


He dragged himself down to his car and drove to work like he was driving toward his own execution. He rode 
the elevator up to the second-floor conference room, chose a chair in the corner, and slouched down until his 


neck was level with the top of the back of the chair. 
Andrews looked over at him. "What's wrong, Rookie? You look kinda peaky." 


"He's just worried that his boyfriend might break a nail," lisped Fitzpatrick. Neil felt too tired to even glare, and 
was actually relieved to see Parks enter the room. He wasn't on Neil's list of favorite people, but at least 
Fitzpatrick had to shut up while his boss was speaking. 


Parks cleared his throat and began the briefing. Neil found that he couldn't concentrate on what he was saying, 
but figured that it didn't really matter. It was probably the same stuff he'd said earlier, and it wasn't like Neil 


was an important part of this anyway. It was clear to him now that it wasn't his show at all. 
The telephone on the conference table rang, jerking him out of his reverie. Parks rolled his eyes and picked up. 


"Yes?" Neil watched the color drain out of Parks' face, only to be replaced a moment later by a boiling cardinal 
flush. "What? Yes, yes, we'll be there. Don't make a move without us, or so help me God." Parks slammed down 
the receiver and glared around the room. "Calabasas P.D. just received a call from a jewelers silent alarm, one 


guess as to which one. We've been had, gentlemen, but not for long. We move out now!" 


There was a general chaos in the room as the assembled agents leapt to their feet and crowded toward the 


door, grabbing bulletproof vests from a stack on a chair as they went. Neil felt swept along in the crowd as 


they moved toward the parking lot. 


He got into his car and sat for a moment, blinking. What the devil was going on? He heard a car horn honk and 
looked up to see Parks, gesturing at him to get moving. He put the car into gear, then pulled out of the parking 
lot and set off for Calabasas at top speed. 


Chapter Twenty 
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Neil pulled into the lot of Rabinowitz’ Jewelers and Wholesale to find the scene Impressionist-hued in flashes of 
blue, red and white from the lights atop the police cruisers. The police officers running back and forth were in 
stop-motion in the strobe. 


Neil pulled his Buick into an empty spot. He really, really didn't want to get out. Živojinović was not likely to be 
happy to see him, and he wasn't all that sure he wanted to see Živojinović. He was almost glad that the 
witness protection order had fallen through, now that he knew that Živojinović had lied about the time of the 


armored car job. Almost. 


Cursing under his breath, Neil flung open his car door and forced himself to climb out. He made it about 


halfway to the yellow tape when he was met by a jogging Baker. 


"You better hurry your ass up, Rookie. Parks is asking for youl" He was helped along the street by the 


pressure of Baker's arm in his armpit, almost dragging him to the crime scene. 


He got up to the yellow tape. He saw no armored car, just a jewelry store with its back door hanging open. 
Rushing inside, he saw a blown-open safe and two men in suits tied together with rope. A policeman was trying 
to get them loose. As Neil watched, the officer succeeded in untying the knots. One of the two men jumped to 
his feet, rubbing his arms, while the other was tackled to the ground and slapped into handcuffs. 


Neil took a quick glance around. If Živojinović was there, he couldn't see him. In fact, all of the interest here at 


the scene seemed to focus on the two men who had been tied up, neither of whom Neil recognized. 


The man who had been allowed to rise was in his sixties, and wore what looked to be an Rolex and a large gold 
ring. Neil didn't know much about fashion, but everything about his suit screamed money and refinement. He 


was shaking his head and complaining to one of the Calabasas P.D. and Andrews. 
The man who had been tackled to the ground was perhaps in his mid-forties, with prematurely grey hair. His 
suit was of the sharkskin variety and he wore a fedora, the overall effect being one of considerably less 


sophistication. His face was as red as a ripe tomato, and he was shouting. 


"Son of some bitch! I'm gonna kill those guys!" 


Parks hovered near him. "Sir, | need your name." 
Fuckin’ Sally Goddamn Donuts, like you don't already know, you son of some bitch!" 
"Salvatore Donetti, you're under arrest for..” 


"| don’ give a shit. Take me downtown, | don’ care. Just make sure you take those assholes with me. I'll take 


care of the rest." 

"And those, uh, ‘assholes’ would be?" 

‘Jimmy the Fuse, Little Eddie, and Al the Polack! Those fuckers tricked mel! | get a call from my lady friend, 
she tells me the meeting time's changed, we're meeting early at another place. | don't trust her, | call my wife. 
She says the same thing. Her, | trust. | go to the rendezvous, and all of a sudden, it all goes black. Those 
bastards must have chloroformed me! Next thing | know, I'm here tied to that Jew bastard, and then BOOMI 
the door blows off the safe, they trip the alarm, and they're out of here with the money and the rocks." 
"Who? Your accomplices?" 


"Who the fuck you think, you jackass?" 


Parks seemed to calculate for a moment, then wheeled around. “Baker, you hit Washington's place.. Andrews, 


you're on Tomasina. Pert, you and Fitzpatrick head over to Zivojinovie's house.” 

Neil dashed to his car and gunned the engine, hardly noticing that Fitzpatrick was in the passenger side seat. He 
blew up the freeway, burning rubber behind him as he blazed towards Zivjinovié's mansion. As they neared 
the exit to Brentwood, Fitzpatrick broke the silence. 

"So, did you get a piece of that?" 

"Excuse me?" 

"The fairy. The whore." 

"No, of course not.” 

Fitzpatrick snickered. "Why the hell not? | mean, yeah, he's a kike and all, but put a bag over his head and turn 
him around so you can't see his dick and he'd look just like a cheerleader | used to plow back at UCLA. He's got 


a cute little ass on him." 


‘lm not gay." 


"Neither am |, but a piece of ass is a piece of ass. It's not gay if you're the one doin’ the fucking, you know 
what | mean?" 


Neil shuddered. "No, | don't. But anyway, he wouldn't do that. He's pretty well taken" 


"You'd be surprised what a subject will do if they think it'll get ‘em out of a jam. You just have to tell ‘em that 
you'll protect ‘em if they do or sell them out if they don't, that's all." 


"You're a pig, Fitzpatrick, you know that?" 

Fitzpatrick snickered and lit a cigarette. Neil was tempted to tell him to put it out just to be spiteful, but at 
least while he was smoking he was quiet. He fumed to himself until he pulled into Zivojinovie's and Weinrib's 
driveway. 

He and Fitzpatrick got out of the car. The lights were on in the house, but he wasn't expecting that anyone 
would be home. They're probably long gone with their share of the score, he thought, ringing the doorbell in what 
he assumed was a futile gesture. 

He tried to hide his surprise when the door swung open to reveal an exhausted-looking, red-eyed Živojinović 
and Weinrib. Both were dressed in suits, Weinrib's complete with matching driving gloves. Živojinović smiled 
weakly. 

"Hey, Pratt. We've been expecting you." 


"Uh, Aleksandr Ziv... uh, you're under arrest for--" 


"Put your hands in the air, scumbags!" Fitzpatrick jostled Neil out of the way and reached menacingly toward 
his shoulder holster. 


Weinrib gave him a withering look. "What is this thing, Pratt?" 

Neil sighed. "You don't have to do that, Fitzpatrick. They aren't resisting” He turned back to the two men in the 
doorway. "As | was saying, you're under arrest for the robbery of a jewelry store in Calabasas, Los Angeles 
County this evening.” 

"Yeah, | figured as much. Okay, I'll go quietly. One favor, though? We did do a lot for you." 

"What's the favor?" 


"Could | turn myself in? | mean, rather than riding down to headquarters with you?" 


Fitzpatrick snorted. "No." 


"Please? Let's face it, if | wanted to run, | would already be gone. It's just -- I'm gonna probably be going away 
for a long time, and | want to spend every second that | can alone with Geddy before I'm locked up.” Weinrib 
closed his eyes and buried his face into the side of Živojinović's arm. Živojinović put his arm around his 
shoulders and kissed the top of his head. 

Neil considered for a moment. He knew that it was probably breaking every regulation in the book, but he felt 
like he owed them at least that much. Besides, acquiescing to their request would drive Fitzpatrick nuts, and 
that alone was worth any trouble he might get into. 

"All right. But if you try anything funny, you're going to be in a world of hurt” 

Fitzpatrick gaped at him. "What the hell do you think you're doing, Rookie?" 

"Trust me on this. lIl take full responsibility." 


"It's your funeral." 
Yy 


"Yeah, | know. Will you stake out the back to make sure they don't sneak out through the rear? There's a 


helluva swimming pool back there, check it out." 


"What, are you my boss now?" He shook his head and looked pissed off, but he started around the side of the 


house. 
"lIl radio you when we're ready." Fitzpatrick didn't answer, only waved his hand in a dismissive gesture. 


He waited until he was sure that Fitzpatrick was out of earshot, then addressed Živojinović. "Why didn't you 


run, anyway?" 

"That was the plan, but then we started talking about what you said. We wouldn't be safe anywhere, and | 
didn't want to drag Ged into that. | figure | have better chances in prison, and then when | get out we'll have 
paid our debt to society and we can start over." 

Neil nodded at Weinrib. "And what are you going to do?" 

Weinrib bit his lower lip. "Dunno. Wait for Alex, that's all, | guess." 


| hope that works out for you, | really do. Hey, how did you set up Donetti?" 


Weinrib smiled. "I'm friends with his mistress and his wife. They know about each other and even like to hang 


out together, but recently they found out that he's cheating on them.’ 


"On both of them? How does that work?" 


"Yeah, he had a girlfriend on the side that neither of them knew about. They were pretty pissed when they 
found out, so when | gave them the chance to send him up the river for a little bit so he could think about 
things, they jumped at it." Despite the situation, he still sounded pleased with himself. 

"Where's the money and the diamonds?" 


Živojinović shook his head. "| don't know. | just wanted to get out of here. We let Jimmy and Eddie take it all. 
That's how we convinced them to risk their necks and do the job early." 


"And where are they?" 

"Dunno. They're probably halfway to Mexico by now. Little Eddie drives fast, as you might imagine. Oh, that 
reminds me, just so you don't think we're trying to pull anything, we'll be in a Caddy registered to Jimmy the 
Fuse. He wanted to switch cars. He thought it might throw you guys off the trail" 


"They're in Washington's car?" 


"No, we ditched it in case there were any witnesses. You might want to put out a description of our Porsche, 


that's what they're driving." 
"Thanks. That's -- really helpful, actually." 
"No problem. Hey, can you do one more thing for me?" 


"What?" 


"Can you mail this?" He handed Neil a bulging envelope. "It's for my kid. | probably won't be able to send him 
anything for a while." 


"You can post that from jail." 


"Nobody's supposed to know about him, remember? They go through your mail in prison, and | really don't 
want anyone to find out that he exists now, not if the Manzanis are pissed off. He'd be in danger. Here, | 
haven't sealed it up yet. Take a look” 


Neil looked inside the envelope. There was a brief note saying that Živojinović would be out of contact for a 
while, but didn't say why. There was also a thick wad of hundred-dollar bills. Neil blinked at the amount for a 
moment (it was more than he made in a year), then put it back. Who says crime doesn’t pay? "All right, I'll do 
it, but don't tell anyone." 


"| won't. Thanks." Živojinović turned to Weinrib and tucked his long dark hair behind his ears, then leaned in and 


kissed him on the forehead. "Well, Babe, you ready?" 


"As ready as I'll ever be." 

They embraced a moment longer, then Živojinović turned to Neil. 

"Okay, Pratt, we're ready to go. Why don't you go get in your car so you can follow us?" 

Neil nodded. "Sounds good. And hey, I'm really, really sorry about the way things turned out." 

Weinrib looked at him for a moment, then answered, softly. "Its okay, we know its not your fault. No hard 
feelings, G-Man" He leaned in and kissed Neil gently on the cheek, then followed Živojinović back into the house, 
toward the attached garage. 

Neil stood there a moment, staring, hand resting lightly on the spot where Weinrib had kissed him. He knew he 
was blushing, and was very grateful that Fitzpatrick hadn't been there. He'd never hear the end of it. He 
collected himself, and walked back toward his car. 

And that's when he was knocked to the ground by a massive blast. 

Stunned, he couldn't even collect himself to rise to his feet, only to kneel and turn to face the direction of the 
blast. When he did, he saw the garage engulfed in a giant fireball and Fitzpatrick running around the corner. He 
tried to will himself to stand and run into the blaze to see if he could rescue the two men who were surely 
trapped inside, but the instinct for self-preservation was too strong and he stayed rooted to the spot, tears 


running down his face. It was almost certainly fruitless, anyway. No one could have survived that explosion. 


Fitzpatrick, face painted in soot and debris in his hair, reached the spot where he knelt. "Holy shit, Rookie! What 
the fuck?" 


Neil had no answers. In the distance, he heard the approaching wail of fire sirens. 


Chapter Twenty-One 


Author's Notes: 
BOLO = Be On The Lookout, a kind of all-points bulletin 


Neil shook his head as he put his pen-and-percil set into the cardboard box. Everything had happened so 
quickly that it was hard to process. He'd left the scene that awful night without being debriefed, rules and his 
career be damned. The next morning he rose early and made a trip to the post office to mail off Zivojinovie's 
letter. He'd thought about adding a note telling the mother what had happened, then decided against it. The 
letter had said he'd be gone for a while, and that was certainly true. Then he'd gone back home, taken his 
phone off the hook, and climbed back into bed, just him and a bottle of bourbon. He didn't remember much 
else, other than ordering Chinese food and sobbing on the shoulder of the bewildered delivery man, He'd 
sobered up just in time to come into work today, Monday. 


As soon as he got to his desk, Parks called him into the office. Thats when he found out that he'd been tailed 
every time he'd left the office, that his home and work phones had been bugged. That he was being fired for 
‘unprofessional behavior" and "getting too close to the subjects". Parks smirked when he said that he'd made 

the decision to let him go when he'd gone to La Playa Copacabana without permission, but that he'd made the 


strategic decision not to tell him until after the operation. So he was out on his ass. He didn't know if he was 


all that upset about it, honestly. He just hated to break the news to his folks. 


He was staring unseeing at the penises in the desk drawer when he felt a surge of nausea. Clamping his mouth 


shut, he dashed for the bathroom. 


The men's room was mercifully empty as he flung himself into a stall and locked the door behind him, falling to 
his knees in front of the toilet bowl. He knelt there for a moment, head pressed against the cold plastic of the 
seat, feeling the waves of sickness subside, when he heard the bathroom door open. He hurriedly scrambled to 
his feet, sat down on the commode, and waited. He really didn't want to see anyone, so he figured that he'd 


stay put until they did their business and left. 


The restroom interloper was taking a maddeningly long time to leave. In fact, he (and it was almost certainly a 


he, unless Jeannine was using urinals now) seemed to be checking out each stall. 


Neil held his breath as the footsteps paused outside. What the fuck? Move along, nothing fo see here.. A 
moment later, he jumped as whoever it was stuck a folder underneath the door. Neil grabbed it with shaking 


hands. 


It was the dossier on the Živojinović debacle. He looked at the shadow under the stall door, but couldn't tell 
who it was. A peek at the crack between the door and the wall revealed only generic grey wool. He thought 


about opening the door to see who it was, but what if he'd been given the dossier in error? He didn't want to 


miss his chance to see it. He shifted into a more comfortable position on the seat and began to read. 


The first part was all old news to him -- it was the information he'd first gotten in the briefing. It was hard 
to believe that it hadn't been all that long ago that he had never heard the names Živojinović and Weinrib. 


Next, there were surveillance photos of himself either entering or leaving the big pink house. After the photos, 
there were transcripts, both of his own recordings and the recordings that had been made from the bugs in 
his phones. He took a grim pleasure in the realization that Parks actually had no informant with the Manzani 
mob, or at least none that had helped them out on the armored car job. All the information in the file had 
been things he'd obtained. He wondered why they'd bothered to lie to him. 


He didn't really want to look at the crime scene and autopsy photos, but he forced himself to do it. The 
corpses were blackened and completely unrecognizable, little more than charred bones. He fought back a 


renewed burst of nausea and turned the page. 


The last part of the file was a summation of the operation It talked about the arrest of Donetti, and that 
Živojinović and Weinrib were presumed dead, killed by a bomb in James Tomasina's car. It was theorized that 
Tomasina had planted the bomb there himself as a booby-trap. Neil felt relieved when he read that broken 
necks on the skeletons meant that they had probably been killed instantly by the explosion, rather than burning 
to death inside the garage. 


The Bureau hadn't been able to find Tomasina or Washington, but a car resembling Zivojinović's white Porsche 
had been spotted crossing the border into Mexico at some point that evening. Frustratingly, they had managed 
to sneak through the cracks of the BOLO that had been put out for the car, and reports as to exactly when 
they had crossed the border varied. There were warrants out for their arrest, but the general consensus was 


that they'd probably never turn up. 


The report concluded with a note that agents combing what was left of the mansion fourd eight fire safes in 
the basement workshop filled with incriminating evidence on the Manzaris, including a grainy photo of the 
corpse of Spiro the Greek submerged in a vat of chianti. The author speculated that Živojinović had been 
collecting the evidence as insurance against the day he'd be taken into custody. Mention was made that the 


information could be used to hit the Manzanis on an unprecedented level. 


Neil closed the folder and drummed his fingers on its shiny brown cover. Something was bothering him about 
the report. Something about the post-explosion photos. Much as he didn't want to ever see them again, he had 
to figure out what was poking at his brain. He gritted his teeth and opened the folder. 


It took him a moment, but as he examined the photograph of the corpses at the crime scene, it jumped out at 
him plain as day. Corpse #1 had its hands curled, as if around a steering wheel. There were ten fingers. Corpse 
#2 had had one hand on Corpse #l's shoulder, the other on the door. Corpse #2 had ten fingers. Why didn't 
anyone else catch this? Then he realized that he'd never had the recorder on when he talked about Weinrib's 
missing digits, and he'd never gotten around to writing his addenda. The rest of the Bureau had no idea. 


Jesus Christ That's not Weinrib, and Im gonna bet that's not Živojinović either. Washington and Tomasina probably 
never made it out of the garage after the heist He squinted at the photos again, not entirely willing to believe 
his eyes. It all came together in a rush -- the dynamite, the tinkering in the workshop, the "plans inside of 


plans." He heard a voice from outside the stall. 
"You have amigos south of the border, Pardner?" 


Neil burst out of the stall and grabbed Mitchell by the greasy lapel, hissing into his ear. "What do you know 
about this? You dirty?" 


Mitchell, more powerful than he looked, shifted his weight and manhandled Neil back into the stall and closed 
the door behind him. He leaned in close and whispered back to Neil. "No, Rookie, I'm not. If you want to look for 


dirty g-men, look no further than our fearless leader.” 
Neil lurched back against the wall. "Parks?," he whispered. 


"Think about it. Every few years, Parks makes a big deal about some operation to hit the Manzanis, and when 
all is said and done, he just nets a few foot soldiers and maybe an old moldy like Sally Donuts who thinks too 
much with his dick and who's no longer quite so useful to the Famiglia" 


"But that doesn't prove --" 


"In the end, they get rid of some dead weight like Donetti, and they find out who the snitches are. Did he yank 


back a promise for protection for your boy?" 
"Yes, but --" 


"See, damned if they do, damned if they don't. He goes to jail, he winds up on the pointy end of a shiv. He 


wears a wire, he gets a free trip to the bottom of the Pacific without a submarine." 
"But why?" 


‘I'm sure Parks is on the payroll, but he gets to look like the golden boy to the Bureau, too. It's been a good gig 
for him over the years. He makes it out to be the raid of the century and he hand-picks the most gung-ho 
guys he can find to work with him, knowing that they'll be too busy jerking off at the prospect of busting 


some real live gangsters to ask too many questions. No offense." 
Neil felt weak. "None taken. But how do you know all this?" 


"| was just like you, Pard. | was one of Parks' monkey-boys. The only difference is that when my big break was 
over, | got assigned to desk jockey duty rather than getting shitcanned. Parks must be getting smarter in his 
old age." 


"How -- How did you know about Živojinović and Weinrib?" 


"Now, now, Pard, | don't know nothin’. I'm a federal agent, not a private citizen, like yourself. If knew somethin’, 


I'd have to be tellin! somebody important about it. Alls | have are flights of fancy." 
"Okay, but your flights of fancy?" 


"| read your transcripts. Živojinović and Weinrib aren't stupid. They lasted for years with the Manzanis. They're 
openly homosexual in an organization full of macho freaks, but nobody took a shot at them. Weinrib had Louie 
"Fingers" LeFarge for a pimp -- one of the nastiest guys in a very nasty business -- and Weinrib's still alive, 
while Louie's pushin’ up petunias. They're survivors. There's no way they'd just jump into somebody else's car, 
not if they figured that somebody would have some reason to get rid of them. But of course, these are just 
flights of fancy. The Bureau says they're charcoal, and the Bureau is always right” 


"But why didn't you say anything?" 
"About my flight of fancy? Why should |? 
"They're murderers!" 


"What does it matter to me if it was Živojinović and Weinrib in that car or Tomasina and Washington? Actually, 
your two boys are the lesser of the two evils, l'd say. If they happened to, say, knock off two dirtbags to take 
their place, rig an explosion, and slip away in the chaos afterward -- which, of course, they didn't do -- it 
would only have been in self-defense. If Parks hadn't forced their hand, they'd be happy stashed somewhere 
courtesy the Bureau. Not to mention, the intelligence they ‘accidentally left behind’ is going to let us go after 


the Manzanis for real, if we can get certain corrupt fucking cops out of the way. " 


Neil considered that. Mitchell had a point. But how had they escaped? "What about the Porsche slipping through 
the cracks of the BOLO order? Was that Parks? You?" 


"No, near as | can tell that was just a good old-fashioned fuckup. | thought at first that maybe you had 
something to do with it, but you're a straight shooter. A caper like this just isn't in your nature." 


Neil shook his head. It was a lot to take in. "So what now? Parks just gets away with everything?" 

"Oh, | wouldn't say that, no. I've had a lot of time on my hands, so I've been working on a little side project for 
the big guys in Washington. In fact, make sure | know where you're living if you leave LA; | might need you to 
come have a chat with them about your time toiling under the esteemed Deputy Director." 


‘Oh, uh, okay." 


"Until then, I'd appreciate you forgettin that we ever had this conversation, you dig?" 


"| dig." 
"Good man." Mitchell patted him on the shoulder. "Now let's get out of the crapper, huh?" 
"Sounds good to me." 


Neil and Mitchell exited the stall just as the door opened, and Fitzpatrick entered. He shot Mitchell a disgusted 
look, then noticed that Neil was holding the dossier. He snatched it out of Neil's hand. 


"What are you doing with that, Pert? It's for Bureau eyes only." 


"Nothing, it just ended up on my desk and | was trying to figure out who to give it to, but | had to go take a 


piss." 

"Yeah, well, i's a good thing Parks already fired you or he'd have your ass." 

"Yeah, good thing." 

Mitchell slouched out of the men's room and Neil turned to follow him, but Fitzpatrick called him back 
"Hey, Pert, sorry about what happened to your boyfriends. | know you guys were fairy close." He lisped and 
flipped his hand in the universal gesture of limp-wristed effeminacy. The shit-eating grin on his face took a 
moment to fade, even after Neil's fist collided with his nose and he landed heavily on his ass. He brought a 


hand to his bleeding face and looked confusedly up at Neil. 


"The name's Peart, Fitzpatrick. Peart." Neil let the restroom door slam behind him as he went to collect his 


stuff and get the hell out of Los Angeles. 


Epilogue 


Neil used the poker to push some of the logs around in the fireplace and went back to his seat on the couch. 
He never thought he'd be back living with his parents, but it was only temporary, just like his job at the 


tractor store -- a way to support himself while he went through law school for the second time. 


A few weeks ago he'd gotten a call to FBI Headquarters, and he'd made a brief and unspectacular trip back to 
the states where he told them everything that he knew about Parks and the Manzani raid. Well, almost 
everything. They hadn't asked who he thought the charred corpses in the garage were, nor had he hadn't 


volunteered the information. 


The testimony he did give must have helped a little, though, as Parks was stripped of his title and brought in 
on corruption charges soon after. Deputy Director Mitchell had offered him his old job back, but he'd 
respectfully declined A career with legal aid, maybe working with young runaways, sounded a lot more enticing 
now. Besides, he was back in touch with a certain sweet, pretty girl from his past, and he wasn't in any hurry 
to leave Canada for the moment. 


He picked up the heavy Torts book and tried to make himself read for the next day's lecture. He'd thought 
that he'd have an easier time of it, but the Canadian and US. legal systems were just different enough that he 
had to concentrate on every word to keep the two from blurring together where they shouldn't blur. He heard 
the key turning in the front door lock, and he looked up as his father came through the front door, stomping 
the snow from his boots. He watched as his father hung up his coat and his muffler, then crossed into the 
parlor where Neil sat. 


"Hey, Son, how's the studying treating you?" 
"Going slowly, as usual. How was work?" 


"Nothing too exciting, not like chasing bad guys around Hollywood, anyway." Try as he might to explain the 
difference, his dad still didn't grasp that all of Los Angeles wasn't one big movie set. 


"Yeah, thank God for that.." 


His father warmed his hands by the fire, then turned to Neil. "Oh, | forgot! A letter came to the store for 
youl At least, | think it's for you." He went back to his coat and came back with an envelope, which he handed 
to Neil. 


The address on the front read "Neil Pratt, Tractor Store, St. Catherines, ON." It was a good thing there was 
only one tractor store in town There was no return address, but the stamp read "Costa Rica’. He opened the 


envelope. 


Inside there was only a photograph. The photo showed a moored sailboat in a brilliant sunset over an ocean 


The name on the side read "Hijo de Vida". Neil wished he knew what that meant, but he'd taken Latin instead of 
Spanish back in high school. In the foreground of the photo were two hands, clasped triumphantly together. One 
hand had five fingers, the other only three. 


He turned the picture over. In block printing that matched the address on the envelope, an inscription read 
"Sorry if we gave you any trouble, but we didn't see another way out. If you're ever bored, we could always 
use a deckhand. Wait for us by the ocean! We'll turn up eventually.” Neil shook his head, smiling, and tossed the 
envelope and the photograph into the fire. 


"What was it, Son?" 


"Oh, just something from some friends of mine." He watched the corners curl and smolder for a moment, then 
turned back to his books. Tempting though a tropical cruise might be, he didn't think he'd take them up on 
their offer. He'd had enough adventure for quite some time. 


THE END 


